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323 West Victoria Street 
Santa Barbara, CA 93101 


Ms. Eileen M. Clawson, Secretary 
Monterey Library Trustees 
Monterey Library 

Main Road 

Monterey, Massachusetts 01245 


Dear Eileen M. Clawson: 


Thank you for your delightful letter of September 12th, 
which came as a complete surprise to me, and was a joy to receive. 
It was dear of you to write such a warm and generous letter, and I 
can tell you that it made my year. 


As I wrote David McAllester, I am so happy that the Monterey 
Library was interested in the book. It had been sitting among my 
well-stashed-away items for years, and occasionally I would take it out 
and do a little editing. I am so glad for your request for a copy 
forced me to go over the whole thing and edit it into some kind of 
shape. 


The fact that my book, Heaven Lies About Us, in its final 
form,is now a member of the Monterey Library collection of books 
is a great joy and matter of pride to me. So it is I who thank you, 
too. To anyone interested in the book for its special involvement 
with the Monterey of my childhood, I recommend the chapter, "Christmas, 
Part I," when George Brett and Perry Fargo, both so wittyand delightful, 
were in bloom. It starts at Page 333. 


Your "small contribution" looked very large to me, and I greatly 
appreciate your kindness: making it. My memories of my young years in 
the Monterey area are the most precious of my life,and I cherish the 
town deeply--and its people. From my subscription to The Monterey News, 
I am constantly amazed at what a remarkable group of people inhabit 
this lovely village nestling in the Berkshires, with your outstanding 
Land Trust activities, the enlightened outlook, local, national and in- 
ternational, of its citizens. So it is an honor imeed to be even a 
tiny part of such a community. 


Thank you again for your very special letter and its enclosure. 
Please tharkJohn Higgins, the chairman of your good Library Trustees, 
and all its members, and the Librarians who work for the Library. I 
hope to come “home” for a visit one of these days and will look forward 
to meeting you all. 
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The glory and the freshness of a dream. 


)) Heaven lies about us in our. infancy!" 


From "Intimations of Immortality from 
Reco. rections of Early Childhooag" 


by 


William Wordsworth 
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Hear Bill, Gordon, and Shelt: 


For a person unknown, with no record of accomplishment, to 
write what seems to be an autobiography, requires an apology. It 
Memaoc an autobiography. I call it a Family Biography, since it 
Meme Story of our parents, and you as much as of me. 

There is no better apology for the too-present "I" contained 


here than two sentences from the first page of Henry David Thoreau's 


Walden: 


"I should not talk so much about myself if there were 
anybody else whom I knew as well. I am confined to this 
theme by the narrowness of my experience." 


Close as you always were, it was through my own eyes I had 
to see these years and with my senses feel them. I wanted the 
almighty ego to intrude little further than seemed requisite for 
vividness, but have not too well succeeded. 

We have all felt that someday one of us would have to tell 
fms story, record the unusual setting of our childhood years on 
Swann Forest in Monterey, Massachusetts, and the interesting life 
we led there. We have talked about it, ever aware of the magic 
of those days and their treasury of happiness and wonder. I 
Becided to do it before it got too far away. 

When we four were young on Swann Forest, the earth to us did 
seem indeed "apparelled in celestial light, with the glory and 
freshness of a dream." 

I hope something of that is here. 


Love, 
Ev 


Spring, 1947 


P.S. The chapters of this book are basically organized by subject 
matter, without reference to chronology, which I would have found 


impossible to remember. 
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"Dear old New England! say I. 
Dear old New England! For me there can never 
be any other part of the world to compare 
Paci eeetiat eb ever saw of it is 
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to the mountains of New Hampshire. 
*ThoMVyetUULrs7ol TecUolyection Ll protest 
Witn one of Old, "I take pleasure in -its 


stones, and favor the dust thereof.'" 


Bradford lorrey 
(From "Field-Days 


tneCalifornia™) 


iv 


aa: a 
er li a 
poe Maen Oe e 
“Ty " iL ny ny 
i is my in 
og AY, 
. ce u 
. “ i i i we “i id he iM 
, ae a i 4 Gy git ; i) Gin me 9 rend on. 40 >. ae aie ‘nd we a ote ‘yee ip 
Pues Beene, ee nen’ | 7 | a 
| sy | rh aerial | 
SNH bh ‘titon 4 $ity to AKG aati, ine ‘88 
i ae Ne’ whe nove hk teat Lb Pi diane 
Bea's “en hide iho ne | get noe om od | aueiaee | 
sep Lnaaes Ht wat ror ander nui st ce i 
ania 1, patio ibaa a, ere an yin nts 
F hy b ‘ 7 ; i " ‘ Pe, 
ee, euumen lg ‘nslod a LPs a0 dy rf a) 
“ git oie Hl fot Pave’ bow (wendde © 
ha Saad vi By es j va 
| | > | a 
A OA Dh EN OU ac “pelt hao yhena Tana a a 
ON GE Wal RUNES an ah ye\enene tay as 
ee Daeh Wt ven ART ny aa dg eho sal may | ‘i Od eae 
I; ah te ‘ ny ie , as i Rosh Lis Ke eh iy 7 i i ¥) ik ir va , (ural 


f ie 


Lee i Wad al hua (Megson ies. ie roid RU 


My ay 


Dee webs AY Toe oD 1 men 8) 
EDITH LENNOX ARNOLD and EARLE FOSTER STAFFORD 
Our Mother and Dad 
Who Made Us Possible 


With Deep Gratitude and Love 
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Swann Forest Headquarters, Our Monterey, Massachusetts, Home vi 


In Winter 


William, Edith, Gordon, Earle, Evalyn Stafford 
taken in October, 1924, in Pittsfield, 


Massachusetts 
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CHAPTER 1 


ONCE UPON A TIME 


When Dad and Mother took over Swann Forest on April 23rd, 
meotochey drove out from Boston in the Chief Forester's car. 
Beatean €XCiting occasion this move must have been for them. 

A new job, a new part of the world, a whole new life lay before 
them as they set out from the metropolis, their two offspring, 

and other personal effects, bouncing about in the back. Their 
900-acre forest home lay some 125 miles west, in the little 

town of Monterey (population 200) amid the pleasant Berkshire 
etoweemMouvner was thirty-three and Dad thirty-four; Bill.was six, 
was three. 

Paes tirst eleven years of thelr marriage had been vicissi- 
tudinous with moves. They went from New York City, where 
they were married in The Little Church Around the Corner on 
Beme ith, 1910, to New Hampshire, to, Colorado, to Arizona, 
SemcalifOrnia, to;yFranklin, Massachusetts, to Cambridge, to 
Brookline. 

ai cer working Out of “the Boston State House briefly as 
G@esurveyor, Dad had been given charge of Swann Forest as the 
resident forester required by its status as a game preserve. 
All his life in delicate health, country living was a must 
for him, and the assignment was a godsend. With what eager- 
ness and anticipation and misgivings they must have first 
looked upon the rambling old house where they were to spend 


the next eighteen years. And add two more boys to the family 


. 


aa waET a ork 


DE Le Oh Ses a ene cove: ae eee Berea panes 
HS, UIs ewten Vee e ORY +) aie mde ee eeneh BETO LT 
; i 


Catt | 7 oF i Dab 8 > "Ve son  ] f fm , Si rm gee PS ra ie 10 ae Pa Jes a 


et a eG ei ote @ (htop Bry On |i tee ge) ee 


E eer neat SAC CAT Sen! ely gel! Ave Res vere we 
paras NSS yk iene WMO CEkSe) ha) Lael see sale 
; 4 
2 ia LAS ae btc22 &*D: 4noe v1 aon? 7p) wise 
ire dnb8 Pirepaiela: wis. tien (O6E Gelreiuncet arecaga tz 
A DT SPAS IIPS, Dal WHE @Sthi-¢i21in! way. venga 
4 yy 4 
= aed, 
' ty - 
hee Y SSR Dee egeltese tee te aipes “eevee aeedt, ‘HOT ee 
is ine, oD os sp ek ech ak’ ante yeu i lave Se mung 
p uy ieee) ong Hin) SOM! PeSs 9) 243 ne ae ee ieee 1,0 8 t49 ce 
at oe Sap i. {! tt ht Ade jd apr4 jute 
= ; i aA : 


i << 
27 mits ea eit oS! wari, rn aa Mong ios aa! thet lag 


| moe . wily rh) } 
bat ae | sxe 


ea eee Dee ota blidaaea 


ag imaes ae wr, Dh i 


i 


aircle . 

Bil and Ll? took at while’ vo become’ acclimat ized?'to,: our 
new country life. With the nearest neighbors (the William 
Bretts at first) a third of a mile away and out of sight, 
it was different from our apartment on Elm Street in Brookline. 
Seeenm fOr a vauge impression of actually driving into the yard for 
Cne as irst Cime, my earliest Swann Forest memory is one of disgrace. 

Bill and I trotted up the Lodge Road, exploring our new 
Surroundings. The road was a dirt, one-lane affair leading 
up a long hill from Swann Headquarters and one-quarter of a 
mare tO a dead end at the Lodge, the only other house on the 
Forest. In early days, the Lodge was deserted except in summer 
when it became a vacation spot for members of the Forestry De- 
partment from Boston. 

pooteat wie, top of the hill leading down to the Lodge Brook, 
we were suddenly stopped. The road was blocked. A flock of 
critters right out of the pages of our nursery rhyme book walked 
haughtily across the road in front of us. They looked enormous, 
fierce, dangerous. We took to our heels and fled. Bill grabbed 
my hand lest I stumble or be left behind, and we sped home as 


fast as my small legs permitted. Nor did we pause until we 
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Glactered, panting and still terrified, up the steps and into 
the house. 

"The goosey-ganners," we gasped out. "The goosey-ganners 
ape after us! The goosey-ganners..." 

Dad and Mother gathered around us. We described the fear- 
Some birds to our ornithologist parents. They looked at each 
other. Dad looked disgusted. 

"They must be grouse," he said, "probably a mother and 
her babies." And he eyed us as much as to say “and these are 

» Meecnildren?!" 

I remember the day my brother Gordon was born--and the 
night before. I was six and a half and must have been either 
terribly imperceptive or terribly innocent. Probably it was 
merely self-absorption. In any case, I had no inkling of the 
mnemoung event. “Nor could Gill. despite nis three years’ oreater 
wisdom, have been better informed, since he could hardly have 
kept such momentous news to himself. 

Mother had asked her own childhood nurse, a wonderful little 
Irish woman named Teresa Reed, to come up for a visit and, not 

2 incidentally, to look after the family during her anticipated 


two-week confinement at Fairview Hospital in Great Barrington. 
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Teresa had arrived several days before and immediately made 
herself vastly helpful. 

It was a warm August night and I was sleeping out on the 
feamt porch. Sound asleep with the whole house in apparent 
retirement, I was awakened about 10:30 by Mother and Dad coming 
Seieeenie front door, dressed, to my amazement, for town. To 
my sleepy question, Mother said they were indeed going to town; 
meer. pressed the issue, Mother explained that she had to go 
tO the hospital. This was astonishing, but they hurried on 
femores! could pursue the matter further, and soon, were, backing 
the car out of the horse barn in that invariable upward curve 
on the lawn and were gone. In the few moments before sleep 
snuffed out thought, I had only time to decide that it could 
not be a broken leg which was sending Mother to the hospital-- 
she had walked down the porch steps unaided. 

The next morning no explanations were forthcoming but Dad 
dashed off to town again right after breakfast on no published 
errand. Bill and I were out on the lawn playing when he returned. 
He walked portentously up to us and, with proper dramatic delivery, 
announced that we had a new baby brother! We might go in and 


look him over that afternoon. 


Ln 


Bill and I were dumbfounded--dumbfounded and electrified. 
A baby brother! What might this mean to our lives? We discussed 
ena obrooded over the news all morning. I was especially delighted 


at the prospect of an animated doll to play with, and I remember 
thinking, 

"T am six years old now, and I can help Mother take care 
Beem =)" 

That afternoon, August 17th, 1924, Mother officially intro- 
duced our new seen to us. It was my first acquaintance with 
Seboeseee cough Bill had already lived through my infancy. For 
Our part, the enchantment was immediate. "Dood" was non-commit- 
tal. The Gordon-Lennox of his official name (after Mother's 
mother's family) was soon reduced to the nickname Dood, due 
to his own early corruption of Gordon to Daden-Daden, thence 
to Dad'n, Dood'n, Dood, and sometimes Doodie. -He was grave 
and nearly always dignified. No matter what manner of games 
and fun were practised with, for, or upon him, he kept his serious 
countenance, belying the rich sense of humor he was later to 
display. | 

Daniel Boone had been born on my birthday, or vice-versa, 
and Dood also had a pioneer to share his natal day--Davey Crockett. 
Because of this coincidence, Dad soon referred to him as "Pocket 
BROCK UL... 

My desire to become a writer succeeded an even earlier 
ambition which Mother recorded my expressing young. At that 


time I was in constant attendance in the kitchen, loved to "help" 
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Mother in her baking efforts--stirring batters, whipping things 
and (most of all) licking beaters and frosting bowls of their 
enchanting residues. My enthusiasm for kitchen work, long since 
modified, was later emulated by Dood and Shelt when they achieved 
Similar years. Especially Shelt. 

"let me steer!" was his indefatigable plea as Mother was 
assembling a cake, but his idea of reward was no higher than 
mine, permission "to lop" the good remains adhering to spoons 
and dishes. 

"When I grow up, I want to be a mother and make cake," 

I announced at five. But by the time I was seven or so, Bill 
had begun various literary labors. And, as usual, whenever 
Seaeeeiiad an idea or an interest, I got it. tike the measles. 

Mother and Dad were fond of the game of bridge, but we 
lived three miles from Monterey's town center and seven miles 
from Great Barrington, and nearly as far from possible bridge 
Maeiners. SO, as ‘s00m as possible, Bill and I were ordained 
into the mysteries of auction bridge. Nearly every winter Sunday 
afternoon the card table came out, and we played two or three 
rubbers. We drew for partners and kept a running record of 
rubbers won, each of the two winners having a credit chalked 
up for every rubber. Dad led the field while Bill, though hardly 
more than ten, vied vigorously with Mother for second, while 
I brought up a disreputable rear. Bill was always marvellous 


at intellectual games--indeed any games. 
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Mother, who was the only one to do any outside card-playing, 
occasionally spent an afternoon at it with fellow members of 
the Garden Club and the Thursday Morning Club. (What this cryptic 
Thursday Morning Club was all about I cannot imagine; if it 
met on Thursdays, I am sure that it was never in the morning.) 
Mother was forever coming home with bridge prizes won, she claimed, 
Oy mer Dartner'’s brilliance. But the unending stream of trophies-- 
little ashtrays, bookends, and vases--was testimony to her own 
Sail. 

"Contract" Bridge had just begun to be adopted by card 
enthusiasts, but we were content with the less demanding form 
of Auction, where every trick made over book counted below the 
line and toward game, whether bid or no. 

Our afternoon games waxed warm with the competitive spirit 
and were accompanied by much laughter, playful invective, and 
an occasional parental outburst over the deficiences of offspring-- 
oe +recerral irritation over the aneptitudes of sisters who 
"didn't understand my signal!" 

The advent of Dood into the midst of this scene was disas- 
trous. When he was able to get about on all fours, there was 
little peace once his afternoon nap was up. A joyous gurgle, 
or more likely a yowl, announced from the adjacent bedroom 
that he was ready to join the family fun. He was made present- 
able and brought into the living room, looking gleeful and tem- 
porarily immaculate. From the first he manifested a passion 
for Bridge. Crawling up to the table, he drew himself up to 


a standing, or rather, swaying position, where his wide-set 
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serious eyes could just about take in the scene. Fascinated by 
the cards, he grabbed eagerly at them as they were scattered 
abroad in dealing, swiped at the outspread dummy hand, and messed 
up the neatly stacked tricks. Whoever was dummy was commissioned 
to keep him out of the hair of the other players, but it was 
Seweayse a strain. All efforts to interest him in the childish 
amusements of his own time of life were futile. Rattles, blocks, 
and "tinker toys" had suddenly become duller than dust. 

Perhaps something was said in the midst of all this, of 
how wonderful its confusion; perhaps Mother laughed and said, 
"Sunday afternoon at the Staffords.'" In any case, once while 
"dummy" (I was often dummy), I seized paper and pencil to immor- 
talize the scene. For some time after the cards had been gathered 
up and the table folded away, I labored--and brought forth a 
couple of paragraphs. Right away I had to make them known to 
what I hoped would be an astonished and delighted family. There 
metiaugiay, mo copy extant of this’ virgin effort..° I do recall, 
though, that one paragraph was given over to Dood--to the soggy 
State of his diaper, and the subsequent changing operation. 

It was not a success. Concealing smiles, my parents told me 
that these things are not the stuff of which stories are made. 
And I slunk away, rebuffed. 

Sometimes after our bridge game, while the table was still 
up, Dad would perform card tricks to our delight and mystification. 
He had a fancy way of shuffling that made the cards seem to 
come alive in his hands; Bill and I were not happy until we 


had achieved this flourish. But the card tricks we never mastered 
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until their surprisingly simple formulae were explained. 

Hits Urings to mind another early mystery. Every once 
in a while Dad would emerge from his room and walk about the 
house accompanied by a strange twittering. Bill and I would 
follow after, watching every move. He would turn away briefly 
or step into another room just out of sight, and the twittering 
sounded again. We'd tumble after him, shrieking with query 
and pleasure. In vain we would have him open his hands and 
mouth in hopes of revealing the source from whence this strange 
blessing flowed. We were always completely baffled. 

Not for years did he show us the answer--a little brass 
@eamary with water in his hollow midriff. Putting one's lips 
to the mouthpiece gave it breath and it would produce most eloquent 
music. Fetching as the toy itself was, there always lingered 
about it the inevitable loss of enchantment. Knowing this was 
what kept Dad so long from revealing it. 

Dad's daily shaving performance, removing what Mother called 
mis "wickets," was a source of great interest to us. The billows 
of creamy lather that accompanied it, the lovely soft round 
brush which applied them, were fascinating. He used a straight 
razor, and I liked to see and hear it being stropped. It was 
fun to watch him pursue the surface of his face with all the 
expressions, contortions, and distortions it involved. How 
would he look without the mustache, we wondered. Mother said 
that he had cut it off once, soon after they were married. 

She had been so startled by the result that she begged him to 


restore it at once. 
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®) The shaving process always took place right after breakfast 
in the kitchen, the center of all our life. When each of us 
in turn was very small, Dad would often pick us up and, carrying 
us to his shaving mirror, permit us to behold in astonishment 
Our unsuspected physiognomy. A dab of shaving cream on the 
mose, then one on. each cheek, and the chin, produced a still 
more fascinating image. I can recall with great vividness the 
feeling of the white froth on my face. We naturally delighted 
in these attentions, which continued long after we could expect 
to be picked up. 
Watching Dood being thus frosted was especially funny, 
though he seemed to find no humor in it, gazing somberly back 
at his own ridiculous reflection. There was something almost 
® oriental about his broad, immobile little face. With him Dad 
developed a practice which he called "pungchowing," carrying 
Dood about with a little jounce at each step accented by the 
word, “pungchow!" Dood's face looked back seriously over Dad's 
shoulder, unmoved by this distinction. 
A levity once practised on Bill seems very vivid to me 
from hearing the story often told, although I had not been around 
for the action. When about two, Bill had a toy cat dearly beloved 
by him. He would often sit quietly on the floor just enjoying 
mee SOCiecty., He was, Dad said, “mulling the cat." He would 
repeatedly raise its nose to his lips, starting vacantly into 
space the while, and keep it up for almost hours on end. Eventually 
>) the nose became almost worn away from moist caresses. Tired 


of watching this vacuous occupation, Dad took the cat away one 
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Payeand sewed tne tall on its nose. Restoring his toy to Bill, 
he drew back to watch a slow look of outraged astonishment dawn 
feu Gill's face. | 

There was a fascinating dog book Bill and I loved to be 
allowed to look at. This was before our reading days, mine 
Meeleast, and it consisted almost entirely of drawings. Chiefly 
it depicted English bulldogs, showing them walking about on 
their hind legs, some with high hats, canes, and monocles. For 
some reason, probably in the interest of keeping it whole, we 
were rarely allowed to look at it. Its appearance in Mother's 
Gama@eaurove US into a frenzy of joy. I think it was.an English 
publication, perhaps with political significance, but I never 
saw it in later years and presume it went the way of all our 
books, probably from too many loving looks. Our parents were 
forever amazed at the destruction that inevitably befell the 
books we handled. We had only to look at them, it was claimed, 
eeeuiteaves Started to fall, bindings burst forthwith, covers 
collapse, and pages become dog-eared and covered with jam. 

Mother kept up a correspondence with Dad's Aunt Mabel who 
lived in England (she was married to a British barrister). From 
her we received copies of Punch at Christmas time. Thanks to her 
also, two copies of the annual Chatterbox (1924,1925) found their way 
into the house. We enjoyed these last even before we could 
read, and later on devoured them from cover to cover. 

As children we were lucky in so many ways, growing up in 


the country with 900 acres to play in. In addition, we had 
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both of our parents at home most of the time. Dad didn't have 

to keep office hours; he worked at his own desk. When he was 

meee, ne often joined us in our outdoor activities, and took 

us on delightful flower walks or fishing or camping expeditions. 
If Dad gets more mention than Mother, it was not because 

Mother was not the center of our universe. She was the mainstay 

in our lives around which we all revolved. She was defender 

and friend, dispensing strength and comfort, warmth, light, and 

love--a fine cook and wonderful companion. We missed her even 

if she went only to town without us. And when she went away 

to visit her parents in Brooklyn, as she did once in a great 

while, we were miserable. She often read to us but, if she 

participated less in our every day activities, it was only because 

she had less time and energy left over from her work to do things 

Bacm US. that she and Dad gave us so rich a share of their 


time and thought was a benediction. 
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CHAPTER 2 


HOME SCHOOLING 


The nearest school was almost two miles away--the tradi- 
ona ittle one-room schoolhouse onthe hill. Here va brave 
and intellectually athletic young woman presided over all 
the grades. Though Mother and Dad had gone to private schools, 
Dad had spent some time, too, at a one-room country institution 
in Madison, New Hampshire, and had admired his teacher. 

Dad claimed that he had learned so little at his many 
preparatory schools and colleges that he had serious reserva- 
tions about the whole American educational system. Even the 
little he did learn, he said, he had largely to unlearn. 
me telt that the universal pacing of classes for the mass 
mind left much to be desired--the slower minds (or those which 
the teacher had failed to interest) were soon panting in the 
rear; the quicker minds were bored to disinterest. At heart, 

Dad could not believe, either, in a child training system whose 
aim was to "break in" the nation's children to what he called an 
absurd bundle of artificialities and prohibitions that we call 
Civilization. I think my father was what might be called an 
iconoclast. 

So Bill was kept at home until he was nine. And Dad essayed 
the job of "home magister." When I came of school age, he decided 
to teach me, too--he enjoyed teaching and was good at it. So be- 
ginning in my sixth year, some two and a half hours of every day 


was spent in Dad's and Mother's Room. Bringing in a little folding 
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table and chair, I set them up near the bed where Dad was en- 
sconced and received daily instruction in the wonders of the 
English language, both read and written, as well as French and 
elementary math. In addition, Mother taught me geography and 
spelling when she could find time. The previous year I recall 
sharing with Bill a botany class. This was certainly a subject 
that was always with us, although too pleasant to be called a 
study. 

Mother was a gentle, patient teacher and,if my spelling and 
geography are a bit weak, the fault lies in me and the fact that 
mie igo so little spare time. It is’a miracle that she could find 
any time from her many household duties. 

Dad was a good teacher because he was so deeply interested 
in what he taught, and what I learned from him endures beyond 
mayeneng “l’*was later ‘exposed to“in school.» French’was a pet 
subject; while in Europe he had quickly learned three languages as 
he moved from Italy to Spain, to France. Having studied French at 
the Sorbonne in Paris, he was very proficient in it, and early 
sought to instill in Bill and me the lovely language at its 
Marisian Best. “I “can *still see one of the books I “studied, with 
its little verses and tales of the Parc Monceau; three poems then 
committed to memory still remain with me. 

Dad made things interesting to us. But the obverse side of 
his love of his subject was a most understandable impatience at 
errors and stupidity. Especially with French. High strung, and 
with the contempt of the natural student for the dumb, it was not 


surprising I occasionally had to duck a flying text book. I 
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wonder only that he labored so bravely with me for five years. 

When I was ten, Dad spent one morning's French lesson in 
explaining to’me about sex, preferring that I get it. straight 
Brome nam thane’distorted' and dirty", from the. outside. 

I am eternally grateful for this home education. Actually 
it went far beyond those five years; the real education came from 
faves te am the intelieotual. atmosphere, of our home, with its 
endless discussions and exposition of old and new ideas. I am 
diao.eceo, that’ when 2 finally did, go to school, by getting honor 
grades, I was able to vindicate in some measure Dad's time and 
effort. But the vindication goes deeper than that. 

All of us kids were stranger-shy. We did, however, take 
Great interest in any callers or passersby, as.long as we did not 
have to do anything about them. We lived practically at the end 
of the line, with only the Lodge farther up the road. 

People who came up our road either had business with us, were 
merely out riding, or were lost. Whenever a car was heard, we 
were quick to rush to the window to ascertain what it was all 
Goouc.* The curtaineginethe upper part. of: the, kitchen, door, which 
was glass, permanently sagged back from innumerable clutching 
fingers. One Sherlock Holmes story we had read to us was about 
a yellow face at the window; at the sound of motor or strange 
voice, Dad maintained, our house always had a full complement of 
yellow faces at the window. 

ihe lOCcaueminrster jebr seAbercromblie.jgwho presided ,over. the 
Monterey church, came around once a year on his calls. His appear- 


ance, like that of all strangers, was a sign for a general disap- 
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pearance of the family, save for Mother who had to tender the 
necessary social amenities. Once, feeling that it would be good 
for my neglected social education, Mother had me sit through one 
of Dr. Abercrombie's visits. My only recollection of the occasion 
is a remark of Dr. Abercrombie's when he noticed Dood hovering in 
the next room, trying to see in without being seen. 

"How robust your little boy looks," he remarked kindly; with 
a son of his own, he was very fond of children. 

Alas for the social grace Mother hoped to inculcate. We all 
started like hares from the sound of approaching strangers, flee- 
ing into the nearest cover--house, se) or woods. Once the 
stranger's identity had been established, if it were someone we 
wanted to see, we might stroll casually out of the woodshed, but 
the folks in that category were few, and we otherwise stayed far 
away unless trapped into company. Yet, while very small, when 
Dad would be talking business with some State man or other, nothing 
would do but what Bill and I must play tag around them, all but run- 
ning between their legs. We were, as Dad put it, “being splendid." 
As long as no social. efforts: nor.conversation were asked of us, we 
were glad to be noticed. 

In Mother's absence, we knew that we became Dad's first line 
of Been ce. and taking ourselves by the scruff of our necks we 
sought to rise to her duties of greeting guests--and answering the 
telephone. 


Oh, that telephone! Dad labored to perfect us in a formula 


for answering it. It was simple, but I, for one, seemed hopelessly 
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inept, being scared to death of the contrivance. Perhaps the 
fact that Dad did not like to answer it made me think there must 
be something fearful and mephistophelean about it. 

All I had to do, Dad explained, was pick it up and say 
meeeiG. ») Lf iMother was .asked for, say "I'm sorry, she isn't here 
just now." (She always was not, or I would never. have touched 
the dreadful thing.) "May I take a message?" came next and, if 
necessary, I was to take down the name and message. 

When Dad was asked for, the same formula held. "I'm sorry, 
he isn't here right now." (He usually was, quite often standing 
Guresover me and saying in a stentorian whisper, "I'm not in," 
followed by, "Who is it?" Next I was supposed to ask to take a 
message, and if possible do so. Simple as it was, I was seldom 
Sama ecOeit. .[he.fact.of Dad's being there rattled me.so that I 
was usually reduced to incoherent babbling. Trying to listen to 
Dad and the still, small voice on the other end was a juggling 
Beat.l could never master, and I ended up hearing neither. Our 
line, like most party telephones was feeble and often obscured by 
@eactic ,as,well as clicks of the neighbors picking up their receivers 
to listen in--and putting them down again if the conversation proved 
dull. And I never seemed able to hear what the party on the wire 
was saying even when left to myself. All in all, it was a deplo- 
rable business and it took me years to get over shying at the 
sound of a telephone bell--it still alarms me. 

When I was about eight, Dad decided that a little business 


training would be profitable--who knows, I might want to become a 
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secretary in later life, and everyone should know something of busi- 
ness correspondence and affairs. So I began studying bookkeeping, 
shorthand, and typing every Saturday morning. Dad owned a little 
portal Remington typewriter which, from his own secretarial train- 
Beoeat Bryant and Stratton Business School in Boston, he was quite 
proficient with. But a sturdier office model was soon rented for 
me to learn on, and Bill also took up the useful study with an eye 
fornanmscribing his literary efforts. 

What a time I had learning to type! I am not made of the 
stuff from which good typists are evoked. An unhappy lack of co- 
ordination 'twixt brain and digital members existed in me that 
produced a high mortality among the dishes I wiped and books I 
read. This quality it was that early earned me the revealing nick- 
name of "Thunder Nell." It was all too descriptive. And Thunder 
Nellism wrought havoc with my typing exercises. Each finger seemed 
to have an idea of its own, and it was always an abortive one. Bill 
mastered the machine with relative ease, but with me what a weeping, 
wailing, and gnashing of teeth there was! I labored, perspired, and 
wept as at least one nasty little error inevitably appeared in the 
necessary five "perfect" lines of each exercise. What quires of 
paper I wasted! To this day I am no artist at the keyboard. When 
I told an employer once that, at the age of eight, I had learned 
to type, he skeptically inquired, "What with--your toes?" 

We had to rent the big office machine for so long in order to 


get me through the typing manual that it finally proved cheaper to 
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buy it, and the huge thing was well fingered in the next ten years. 
Since it had lettered keys (unlike the blank keyboards in typing 
classes), my hands were covered with a towel as I started forth, 
staring at a card on which the keyboard was reproduced, and slowly 
batted out Pepi eee Ter ne rit Tun Tunis Uncle somes day 
the five perfect lines appeared on the astonished page. 

Actually, being able to type even so tempestuously, proved a 
great help to me even before I surprised myself by becoming a 
secretary. All my childhood years I was sure this was the one pro- 
fession I had no desire ane talent for. Not only had my parents 
Sagecoe indiscretion to suggest it, but one was supposed to be 
practical and efficient--both dreadfully unattractive virtues, 
and quite beyond me. 

Pec ne nope of (reining, our, young minds. to retain, Dad in- 
stituted occasional memory tests. As it was, he said we had minds 
like sieves. Just inside the door of his room, the little folding 
table would be set up and, while the door was closed and we waited 
outside, each in turn, five or more assorted objects were arranged 
on the table--perhaps an eraser, a dictionary, a comb, a flashlight, 
and a pack of cards. Taking a watch in hand, Dad opened the door 
for a brief and tense minute, while we gazed raptly at this modest 
display. Sixty seconds being up, the door was closed and, when 
Dad came out, we listed all the objects we could remember. However 
helpful to our minds these tests were, we enjoyed them, and Bill 
and I vied with each other for first place. 

In theminterests of Intelligent and lucid diction, I was in- 


structed in elocution. Dad gave me passages to read out loud which 
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emphasized crispness and clarity of delivery, with the special injunc- 
Bion ot suicing) the) inf bectdon: to! the. word.) * It particularly recall 
working over the 23rd Psalm, Lincoln's "Gettysburg Address," and 
Keats' "Qde to a Nightingale," although the Copeland Reader was my 
textbook. It is no fault of able parental efforts that I speak 
bome fast,? slur my words’, and generally make myself unintelligible. 
Oeneee Stildtilove to» Tread out: loud. 

Dad was an ardent ornithologist. From early boyhood he had 
pursued this interest with indefatigable enthusiasm; it was he who 
Gave the same virus to his youthful companion and "cousin," Guy 
Emerson. Guy eventually became president of the Audubon Society 
Sepeeespell, and tothis day’ continues an avid adherent of the study, 
with the walls of his New York apartment covered with Audubon prints 
and photographs of birds. When Dad and Mother were first married 
they had studied birds together. 

So she sought to instill in Bill and me’ some of the same’ in- 
terest. He would identify for us by song and sight the many vari- 
eties that frequented our New England clime as they came around 
the house or were encountered on our many walks. But it was in vain. 
In the realm of plants and flowers we became eager disciples, 
but somehow birds never quite took hold. However, after having 
had them pointed out to me an infinite number of times, I began to 
feel that I almost knew a robin and a song sparrow, and said so. 
Both these birds were constantly to be seen around our house. 


Sparrows made the larch and maple trees lyric, and robins forever 
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stalked worms on our lawn by their swift little fits and starts. 

One day Dad called me excitedly into his room. Indicating 
the window, he said, "Look at the piebald rubbernecks!" And there 
they were, a flock of several down on the big rock in the meadow. 

I was transported by the warmth in his voice and, thinking 
them a Tare species; I rushed screeching through the-house to 
Mother. Returning with her right behind me, I pointed to the big 
rock. She looked at it--and then quickly at Dad. His face was a 
study in amusement and disgust. 

eihose," ne said’ in astrangled’ Voice, “are robins." 

I stood there in melancholy silence gazing out at my trans- 
mographied piebald rubbernecks. Robins! I hung my head and 
Slunk away. Later when the inevitable rationalization set in, 
meecen velviingimyself > "in effecty 'therevare’‘such*things' as 
rose-breasted grosbeaks--was it so great a stretch to piebald 
rubbernecks?" But I did not again mention my infallibility with 
robins. 

Chickadees I did get to know and for some reason they remain 
very close to my heart. During the winter months we always kept 
a wire basket suspended from the porch ceiling with suet in it, 
and here a steady flow of patrons usually attended. An occasional 
Downy Woodpecker overcame his shyness and partook of this bounty. 
But chickadees, as almost the only species of small birds to endure 
the rigors of a New England winter, were our chief senseonerss 

There is something dear and sweet about a chickadee. What 
special winter underwear he comes equipped with which makes him 


hardier than his fellows, I cannot guess. If his song is not of 
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Surpassing beauty, he is at least making a joyful noise unto the 
Lord. And when the mercury slinks down below zero, it is a comfort 
mera dim Stilleet. hand. giving has cheerful call. There is 
something reassuring, too, in the immaculate little shape--white, 
brown and gray trimmed with his black tail, black ascot, and jaunty 
little ebon cap. Indeed, his is very formal wear--black tie and 
tabs. 

The "chickadeedeedee" note is for his more formal utterances. 
His usual means of communication seems to be a soft, insistent 
little twittering sound, in which tongue he keeps up an almost 
constant conversation with his comrades. Their joyous call of 
"Spring's here” or "phoebe" usually does not occur until spring 
is indeed at hand, or imminent. 

Being gregarious, they usually go about in groups. The suet 
would be temporarily deserted, but then be retaken in a flurry 
of chickadees, though only one would eat at a time. fhe others, 
twig-warmers, would be impatiently parked on nearby vines and 
Branches, or, the porch rail; if. the diner dared to feast too long, 
the waiters chirped at him peremptorily, as much as to say, "Beat 
it, chum--give another fellow a chance." And the order was uSually 
obeyed, though some bullies would guzzle unmoved beyond their 
time and would drive away offensive friends who happened 
to be there first. Birds are very human. 

When quite small, I spent hours standing out on the porch 
with suet on an outstretched palm, trying to persuade the "chickers" 


that I was well disposed. Eventually, I had them eating out of 
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my hand. As eternal proof, I had the family take snapshots. 

As I look back on those Swann Forest years, I get the feeling 
of constant excitement over enterprises and ideas. You have men- 
tioned this, too, Dood. Something interesting was always going 
on. And ideas! Dad talked brilliantly on every subject, covering 
all the "ologies" from astrology to zoology. We heard about meta- 
physics, Einstein and evolution; it seemed that no field was so 
abstruse that he could not render it somewhat negotiable to our 
young understandings. Four-cornered discussions (when there were 
but four of us) were incessant. Dad would usually bring a subject 
up with a short dissertation; Mother always had something interest- 
ing to contribute, and Bill and I would have questions, and per- 
haps eventually some hypothesis to suggest--especially Bill. 

Cosmic and physical science themes were the special favorites. 
The universe and its limitations, if any. We were baffled into 
incoherence or silence at trying to imagine just what the end 
of the universe could be like. We tried to comprehend the fact 
that there was no such thing as nothing, even if it was only space, 
a "vacuum." The same with time. How could it end or ever not 
have been? We brooded over the vision of that lonely little bird 
flying to the huge rock and wiping his bill once every thousand 
years--and tried to grasp time as being so long that he would 
eventually wear away the rock, and still time would have no stop. 

We marvelled over the speed of light. The thought of liquid 
air astonished us. We mulled over the old brain-acher about the 


bell ringing in the wilderness and making no sound if there were 
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no eardrums for the sound waves to fall upon. We grappled with 
the eternal problem of the irresistible force meeting the immov- 
able body. (Dad's suggestion here was that the force would break 
meerece ult the body, thus ’satisfying”in part “at least» both anta- 
gonists.) 

We tried to imagine how man could survive the eventual dying- 
Meteor the sun. the possibility of -life on Mars particularly 
appealed to Bill. He gave the matter much thought, trying to 
mere oul a machine that could project him up there to”"find out: 
Already he saw himself mastering the law of gravity, exploring 
the unknown planet and returning home in triumph. 

Dad was always intrigued by the boy's definition of a circle: 
Beerouna Straight line." We all tried to think of another one, 
but without success. Dad, hNowever, did come up with a simple 
Gefinition for a sphere that sounded silly but seemed hard to 
improve on: "something that bulges equally in all directions." 

Then there was the matter of a perpetual motion machine. 
Here again Bill was stimulated and made efforts to solve the age- 
Old problem. He confided to me once that he thought he had it. 
He even told me his solution, but as usual, when he went into 
descriptions of elaborate mechanical contrivances, I was left 
far in the rear of his quick mind. I recall being skeptical, 
but probably more on policy than lack of faith, since my mental 
research into the matter had been quite negligible. 

For a while Bill became interested in astronomy, and so I, 


too, felt a certain reflected enthusiasm. Dad had a 28-power tele- 
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scope and we bought seasonal charts of the northern skies and 
sallied forth after dark to look. I hopped about as close as 
possible to share in their study, and was once rewarded by getting 
Seppek atthe rings of Saturn. Then winter set in, and TI began 
boesrorsake the’ cold watches of the night. ‘But Bill, especially, 
had his enthusiasm to keep him warm and, by now, saw the career 

of a great astronomer unfolding before him. He envied Dad's Uncle 
Hal, whose wealthy father had been able to buy him a huge telescope 
when he was struck by celestial Weeencenet The money, we learned, 


had been wasted, as Uncle Hal went on to other expensive challenges. 
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CHAP TER 3 


GRANDPA, NEIGHBORS, AND DOGS 


If I was delighted at Dood's appearance on this planet, Shelt's 
arrival was even more exciting. At nine I was willing to admit 
that I had been pretty young when Dood was born, but now there 
Semguescion of my maturity. I. could practically raise Shelt as 
my own. 

HiS coming was aw great a surprise as Dood's. One day he 
was not--the next, there he was. Teresa was again on hand, but 
I suspected nothing from this. She had made us quite frequent 
visits and, except for Dood in the dim past, nothing portentous 
had come of them. 7 

Qe woo dno Iewenlianetosseeeoneltithe first-day ofehis 
life. Mother had the same nurse who attended her -when Dood came 
and, on hearing this, I asked him if he remembered her. We looked 
down into Shelt's small, pink face with delighted fascination, 
both aware of the tremendousness of the occasion. But Shelt on 
his part seemed quite unimpressed by us, yawning and waving a 
small, sleepy fist before our eyes. We marvelled at his compla- 
cency, and his powers of motion seemed miraculous in something 
so tiny. 

To Dood he was to become the friend and admirer that I had 
been to Bill; to us all, another good companion. Our parents 
boasted they had arranged to have us in pairs, so none of us would 


be without a playmate. It was nice for us. Both Dad and Mother 
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had been only children and knew the loneliness of it. 

Heewes nOopero Shelton Stat ford” once, birth. Gcerouricate, 
but it was an error. Mother and Dad temporarily lacked the cour- 
age of their desire to call him simply Shelton, Dad's grande 
mother's maiden name. They soon found it and "Robert" was aban- 
doned forever. 

Less than a month after Shelt was born, when Mother had been 
home only a few days from the hospital, a telephone call came 
from New York. It was Grandma Arnold, Mother's mother--Mother's 
father was very ill. In thirty-six hours he was dead. I remember 
hearing the news while riding home through Great Barrington's 
Belcher Square. I sat on the back seat of our car, staring down 
at the floor, and repeating over and over to myself, "Grandpa's 
Gead; Grandpa's dead." But it meant nothing. I was desperately 
ashamed because I could feel no sorrow and tried to wring out 
a tear. With the utter incomprehension of the child to whom no 
Gee tas come, I could not grasp it. -I had not seen nim recently, 
Suectnere was no feeling of loss. Yet I had adored the man. 

Lyndon Arnold was dear to all who knew him--was indeed very 
mupcie Less than a saint. Bill and I loved his infrequent visits 
as much as we dreaded those of Grandma (a dread we later found 
was shared by our parents). And Mother suffered a very heavy 
loss, for in her turbulent, unhappy childhood he had been her 
great comforter and defender. 

Grandpa was a short, stocky little man, with the warmest, 


kindliest smile imaginable. Despite the lush pepper-gray mustache 
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he wore, only a fringe of hair rimmed the hat-line and a few stray 
mers ODristled on top. Yet, despite this Lack, it was our chief 
delight to play "barber" with him. We would beseech him to sit 
down in a comfortable chair and pin a towel under his unprotesting 
Saan. then, done up in an apron, Bill or I began to part, brush 
and comb the scanty tonsorial material. We even flourished a pair 
of scissors over him a few times, and sprinkled on water from an 
ee-Gingerale bottle as the crowning touch. Bill and I took turns 
and Grandpa seemed to enjoy it as much as we did. But I remember 
that Dad, with his mop of black hair unattended, eyed these activi- 
ties askance. 

Grandpa wore quiet gray suits; a watch and knife chain was 
looped across his somewhat bulging middle. He carried a cane and 
used to take short walks with us along the three roads that spoked 
out from the house, sometimes even going down to the Bretts with 
us on our daily milk-collecting trip. He was gentle and sweet 
and loved to sing "The Sidewalks of New York." I have since heard 
that he was rather loath to deal too brutally with the facts of 
life. When Mother said to him, "Father, I'm going to have a baby 
in May," Grandpa looked out of the window and observed thoughtfully, 
"What a lovely day! I do hope it doesn't rain." 

Grandpa loved children--he just did not want to talk about 
such intimate things as unhatched babies. It was Grandma who thought 
there was something unrefined and indelicate in having more than 
two children. She herself had been too selfish to seek the ordeal 
of a child. Yet once Mother had arrived, she had become a posses- 


Sion--to be owned, moved about, and shown off like one of her antiques. 
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Mother, as a girl, had sensed her own dubious welcome from her 
mother, and so she went out of her way to have us all know how 
much we had been wanted. 

Mother, Bill and I used to return Grandpa's visits once in 
a while, and it was quite an occasion when we all took the train 
for New York City to visit the apartment on Pierrepont Street in 
Brooklyn. My recollections are hazy of the visits--the travelling 
seems totally lost and little remains but the musty and rectitudi- 
nous fragrance of the apartment and our days there. I can see 
the long hall with a bathroom on the left--here we were expected 
to bathe every night! On the right were at least two bedrooms, 
first Grandma's, then that of Grandpa. Bill was allowed the privi- 
lege of sleeping on a cot in Grandpa's room, while I had to accept 
Similar accommodations in a corner of Grandma's. When I woke up 
in the morning, though, I would creep cautiously out of bed, ever 
watchful of the occupant of the big bed, and steal through the 
door into Grandpa's room to get in bed with him. Usually. Bill 
was already there, and we would have a delightful if subdued romp 
with him before arising. Sometimes Mother came in and made it 
a thoroughly congenial foursome. 

Grandma had strict ideas of discipline for children, and be- 
lieved in their complete obedience to a steady routine--and to their 
elders. I can remember sitting in a highchair (which I felt I 
had long outgrown) with a bowl of asparagus soup before me and 
two large and tasteless crackers. I was not to be let down until 
I finished everything. I haven't liked asparagus soup since. 


We were not allowed to eat with the grownups, which seemed a great 
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discrimination, and we had to go to bed earlier than at home. 
Still worse, we had to take naps after lunch--something we had 
outgrown long ago. Grandma claimed she could tell whether we had 
really slept or not by whether roses appeared in our cheeks. I 
recall we did quite a lot of artificially regular breathing and 
became quite good at controlling our eyelids! 

When we went off for these siestas we were given three little 
candies--little flat chocolate wafers with white sugar specks on 
them. I tried to make them last very long by nibbling off one 
white dot at a time, until the chocolate got warm and stuck to 
my fingers. Sharing my exile was the constant companion of my 
young life, a flat cotton doll whom I loved above all dolls. She 
had red spots in her level cheeks and painted brown hair and went 
by the unexciting name of "Rosie," but she was a good friend and 
companion. 

Once I had the indiscretion to come down with a cold while 
visiting Grandma and was dosed with a loathsome concoction of 
Sugar and kerosene. Here was something worse than our detested 
castor oil--if anything can be. 

We must have stayed a week or ten days on those two or three 
early visits. When we sped to Mother with complaints over our 
treatment, she suggested we grin and bear it in the interests of 
peace. We were surprised at the anomaly of seeing our own omni- 
potent Mother here reduced herself to the role of child, before 
a particularly austere and dictatorial parent. 


Grandpa was our joy and we rushed to greet him when he came 
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mome atenight from<his "seat on the Produce Exchange."» I .could 

see him in my mind's eye sitting all day in a high, dignified throne 
among other grave and lofty financiers. Years later, after his 
death, when a dispute raged over the matter of "selling his seat," 

I hated the idea of its becoming someone else's prerogative to 

Musi Melt. 

On Sunday Grandpa would take us to Sunday School; looking 
very natty in a bowler hat and with his cane, he took us, each 
holding onto one of his hands, the block or two around the corner 
to the Unitarian church. It seems to me Grandma seldom went to 
church but perhaps I am wrong. Certainly she could pull a spell 
of angina like a rabbit out of a hat at any convenient moment-- 
to avoid some unpleasant duty or get her way with her tender-hearted 
husband or her skeptical but equally tender-hearted daughter. 

There in Brooklyn we encountered Teresa again. She came in 
daily to do the housework and we met Mrs. Walsh who did the washing, 
a person as voluminous as Teresa was sparse and birdlike. Both 
these good ladies loved Mother, and I suspect she enjoyed Teresa's 
company more than Grandma's for the two of them would often be 
seen talking together. Teresa with her shrewd Irish mind wasn't 
fooled by much and, of course, she adored Grandpa. Her last name 
was Reed, and she always referred to her husband as "Reed," which 
seemed strange to me. 

During her visits with us, Teresa developed an affinity for 
Tommy, Dad's assistant, and was forever teasing him about his love 


life. Her first words on seeing him on a new visit always were: 


ne 


"Well, and are you married yet, Tommy?" followed by a rasping 
sound of amused castigation. Tommy would become dreadfully embar- 
rassed, yet seemed to love it. He would remain standing before 
her sharp-tongued outburst, beet red, but shaking with laughter. 

Occasionally while in Brooklyn, we went for walks in nearby 
Prospect Park--a poor substitute, we thought, for the vast wooded 
spaces of our own free world, though we enjoyed feeding peanuts 
feene squirrels. 

We were always immeasurably glad to get home again to Swann 
Forest when these visits were over and ran about as eagerly as 
long confined puppies the moment we got out of the car, checking 
up on what had happened to every plant and animal in our absence. 

When Grandpa died on June 24th, 1927, Mother and Dad hurried 
to New York for the funeral, taking Shelt along with them, as he 
was too young, at four weeks, to be separated from Mother. She 
told me later, more than once, how glad she was of Shelt then. 

He was young and alive and helped to offset the grief of giving 
up her beloved father; it almost seemed as if he had been sent 

to her to make up, as far as it was possible, for her heavy loss. 
Grandpa died of stomach cancer quite young--he was only 69. 

While they were away, Bill stayed alone at Swann Forest. 

As the oldest and most responsible, it was up to him, at twelve, 
to look after Bob, the dog, and Dick, the horse, and the hens; 
and he acquitted himself splendidly. He took his meals with the 
George pretelits but slept at the house alone, a bravery I greatly 
admired. 


Dood and I went down and stayed together with the Bill Bretts. 
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Like the wonderful neighbors they were, both these families rose 
up to help us when we needed them. I was very conscious of my 
responsibility with Dood, feeling I had complete charge of his 
safety, and determined to tender it dearly. 

These good neighbors, the two Brett families, including of 
Gourse magnificent Mr. Rufus, patriarch of the family, and his 
Pees ctle English wife whom. Mother found particularly congenial, 
meant a great deal to us, although they were always on the periphery 
of our lives. Mr. Rufus was Bill and George Brett's father and 
was a long-time town selectman. 

When we first moved to Swann Forest, Bill and Miriam were 
Our nearest neighbors and must have been living there a year or 
two before they swapped homes with George and Frances. We always 
bought our milk from them--and always at ten cents a quart, even 
when the town price went up. Wonderfully rich, raw milk it was, 
sometimes still warm from the cow. Bill and I never seemed to 
get enough of it and had to be reminded that milk is a food and 
mot just a thirst quencher as we poured it down, hot and thirsty 
from play. 

Bill and I went down every day for the milk unless some trip 
to town was projected, in which case the two two-quart cans were 
picked up on the way home. At the time of this particular remembrance 
the Bill Bretts were still next door, so Bill must have been six 
or seven and I three or four. We liked to loiter a little at the 
Bretts' sometimes before starting for home. One morning we were 
sitting on their back porch, idly twirling the handle of an empty 


ice cream freezer and bestowing occasional glances at the sturdy 
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bull who browsed in the back pasture. We understood he was a prob- 
lem due to his restlessness and ferocity. Suddenly, Bill cried, 
"Look!" and indicated the enclosure. I followed his gesture and 
saw the bull standing back from the wooden gate, his powerful head 
lowered for a charge. 

With one motion, and faster than it takes to relate, Bill 
and I took to our heels, turning the corner of the house with nary 
a glance behind. By some miracle the two milk cans sat on the 
grass right in our line of flight, their handles standing straight 
up. We never stopped--nay, hardly slowed down--merely snatching 
them up in passing, and making a bee-line up the road for good 
Old home, our Airedale Bob right behind us. We must have bawled 
out as we ran, though, for I can still see Miriam now hurrying 
out the kitchen door in her stocking feet. 

Home we sped to pant out our story, quite pleased with ourselves 
for having been chased by a bull. We learned the next day, however, 
that the bull had merely fractured the gate, not broken through. 
Bill Brett sold him soon thereafter as too dangerous to have around. 

Somewhere around this time, it seems was the day of the drunk. 
On our return toward home with the milk, we met him lurching along 
by the curve of the Bretts' righ-hand pasture barway. Bob, who 
enjoyed our milk excursions and never missed one, rushed up to 
him, barking furiously and trying to seem fierce, when he was actu- 
ally as harmless as a puppy. The tramp, however, took Bob at his 
bark and kicked out at him, cursing and muttering threats. 

"I'm going to come back here and shoot that dog!" he said 


thickly to us, as we edged by him high up on the opposite bank. 
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Outraged and alarmed for our dog, we called him over to us 
and knelt down beside him, patting and reassuring him. Then we 
hurried home to pour out our story of the harrowing experience. 

"He kicked Bob," we kept reiterating wrathfully, although 
fee cramp's foot probably never touched the dog. In our minds 
and Bill's mutters, the tramp suffered a dozen retributions. 

Dear Bob, he was the sweetest, gentlest dog I've ever known 
intimately, but as I look back on him now, rather without personal- 
ity--or was it that I just didn't take a good look at him? He 
was a big, brown Airedale whom we obtained when he was but a few 
weeks old. Both Dood and Shelt learned to walk by holding on 
boemis SMOrt, energetic tail. He was wonderful with: children 
always, long-suffering and all-forgiving. He and Shelt had an 
especially intimate friendship. 

Before Bob's advent, Bill and I had adored a dear little Boston 
Terrier called Desa (an abbreviation of La Condesa, the Spanish 
word for "the countess"). We loved her almost to extinction, 
and when she disappeared soon after we had playfully buried her 
in the hay, we were stricken with terrible remorse. But we learned 
she had been sick for sometime and had to be "put down." 

Bob was a real live canine nephew of his Uncle Sam, having 
been born on the 4th of July--and how he hated the day! The noisy 
celebration always filled him with terror, and he spent his birth- 
days under the diningroom porch. 

Even in his prime he was not too good on rabbits. They just 


outstripped him. But he enjoyed a good chase, often filling the 
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nearby woods with that high, eager hunting cry that always told 

us he was on a fresh scent. Woodchucks were literally his meat, 
and every so often he would bring one home, depositing it modestly 
in front of us to receive our approbation. Alas, we were seldom 
as enthusiastic over Bob's trophies as he had hoped--and Mother 
would even suggest he betake himself and his prize elsewhere, 
especially when the "corpus delicious" began to get smelly. Some- 
times he would come home fragrant from rolling in some overripe 
remains, and we could nose him from thirty feet, downwind. At 
such times the poor dog, with a hurt look in his sad brown eyes, 
was banished to the woodshed until he cooled off. 

Truly, dogs live in a world of their own which is incompre- 
hensible to even the most devoted master. A world rich with strange 
and poignant smells beyond our power to detect, and sounds not 
given us to hear. There is something delightful about meeting 
a dog trotting along the road, minding his own personal affairs 
with dignity and self-assurance. Out to keep abreast of the events 
in his interesting world, he lopes independently by, with an inqui- 
Sitive look perhaps, anda friendly sniff in our direction when 
we give him greetings. 

An old granddaddy woodchuck lived up at the top of the Back 
Meadow. He had his burrow by some pleasant rocks and loved to 
sun himself on them on summer days. He was our dog's special 
quest, and Bob spent years in trying to get him. His downwind stalking 
technique was a sound one--in theory. But, except for the first 
year or two when the Back Meadow was mowed, the field in summer 


was high with hay. And Bob's progress, as he sneaked along, could 
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be seen almost from its beginning by a gently moving ripple in 
Bae grass. 

Evidently this woodchuck was as wise to what this meant as 
we were, but he would remain basking on the rocks at the mouth 
of his hole until Bob was within twenty feet of him. Then he 
would leisurely rise, stretch and step casually into his burrow, 
leaving Bob to crawl up strategically on his stomach to a vacant 
rock. Dad, standing one day in the barway at the top of the Meadow, 
witnessed the whole fruitless campaign. The poor hound never 
grasped what it was that advertised his coming, and hope kept 
on springing in his canine breast. 

Bob waged a relentless war on cats, too, to Dad's ill-concealed 
delight. On behalf of his beloved birds, no cats were allowed 
in our household and when they strayed near from neighboring places, 
Dad was glad to have them discouraged. 

Sometimes we kept Bob tied up, during deer week and when quests 
were about. This always grieved him. Dad rigged up a wire cable 
from the small woodshed to the kitchen porch; another wire was 
looped on, to which Bob's lead was attached. Thus Bob could slide 
his lead the length of the cable, getting a considerable exercise 
area as well as having the woodshed as a kennel. Later on, this 
cable with a platform hung on it made a handy firewood carrying 
system. (Dad was great on labor-saving devices!) 

Bob did not seem to associate much with other dogs in the 
neighborhood although, occasionally, he would have to give his 
devil a run and would disappear for a day or two. He never harmed 


sheep as did some of our neighbors' hounds, as we checked on him 
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very closely. (Billy, the George Bretts' police dog, then young, 
moma Nice piece out of the seat of Bill’S overalls once, when 
this was his only garment, but luckily no hide came with it.) 

Herb Enoe, who had his sheep out to pasture down the Monterey 
Road just below the State Forest boundary, suffered occasional 
raids, and I remember Bill's coming home one day and reporting 
that on his daily hike to school (he was then attending Center 
School in Monterey) he had seen the mangled body of one of Enoe's 
sheep in the snow. 

During our first years at Swann Forest we used to keep one 
sheep every season. Getting a lamb in the spring, we fattened 
it in our meadows all summer and had Herb Enoe slaughter it for 
He each fall. We finally gave this up. All-of us were too wrung 
out by the eventual need for killing off these gentle creatures 
to whom we always became much attached. 

The dog we had before Dad and Mother bought the two Cocker 
Spaniels, was just a visitor--a charming but dumb little beagle 
Mmee eevery fall a group of local rabbit hunters took a large 
pack of beagles up on Beartown Forest. The trained rabbit dogs 
were supposed, by their good example, to teach the new crop of 
puppies the fundamentals of their business. 

Our guest must have been a stray from the pack for he appeared 
at our door just at the time of the hunt, wriggling all over with 
Friendly expectation. Of course, we took him in. Bill and Il, 
particularly, made a great fuss over him and Bob, though wounded 


by this defection, was too sweet not to be friendly. I wince to 
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recall that I gave this pup the ridiculous name of Pupposa and 
carried on with him in an orgy of babytalk. 

Just to see how much he knew, we tried him out on a fresh 
rabbit scent, but it left him cold, and vice versa. He would 
sniff briefly at the track of the rabbit we had started, then 
he would trot back to us where we were watching expectantly. 
Sitting down placidly on his posterior he would look up joyously 
meeorcur races. “Sic him!" from Dad brought forth only a bored 
look. Apparently it was a case of arrested development. We could 
not wonder that he was not being frantically sought by his master. 
He would go off sometimes overnight and return, but finally, after 
a month or so, he left for good and we never found out what became 


Memnim. o1C transit gloria Pupposa! 
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CHAPTER 4 He 


PORE Ray 


"The Arthur Warton Swann State Forest/This State Forest 

and Sanctuary is dedicated to the memory of Arthur Warton 

Swann/a young physician who practised medicine in New York 

Prry ang died there on May 2Z8tn, i9T4; at the age of 

thirty-four....In 1918 the Forest Commission received 

this land in a deed of gift from his widow to keep in 

perpetuity for the people of the State: Forest Land: 

for the study and conservation of trees/A Permanent Sanc- 

Peanve sbonethe wild life thac inhabit this mountain.” 

The inscribed plaque at the Beartown Forest headquarters 
tells how former farmland in the 1800s became the Swann State 
Forest which exists today. 

A picture of Swann--a dark, handsome youth of about 21, 
looking rather like Bill Brett--hangs in the livingroom at 
the Lodge, and a tablet on a boulder across the road in the 
meadow commemorates the gift. Although adjacent Beartown, 

a forest of 9,000 acres already State-owned, was open to 
hunting, Swann Forest was specifically given as a game preserve, 
and this stipulation necessitated a resident forester. 

The State had originally sent Robert Parmenter out as a 
supervisor of the two forests, but his wife had not taken too 
kindly to the isolation and the Berkshire winter. After a year, 
he had asked to be transferred back to Boston. This is where 
Dad came in. Mr. Parmenter's stewardship had been too brief for 
much accomplishment, and, during his early years there, Dad had 
a gang of planters in every spring setting out the meadows to 
white pine. 


Included among the crew sometimes was Mr. Everett, who walked 


over from Monterey. He was a rather uncertain workman; good on 
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the job, but too often failing to appear due to intoxication or 
other obscure reasons. George and Bill Brett sometimes put in time. 
And there were several strangers from heaven knows where. Two of 
these, if my memory does not improvise, lived for one season at 
east in the Creamery, with Mother cooking for them. It seems to 
me that one of this pair had but one arm and was named Cook--a 
short, boyish chap--but these scenes live in the vague region 
between recall and oblivion. Later on, Dad had Dr. Chapin's son 
working for him; also Donald Hart, and the Mr. Boardman who gave me 
the magical setting of duck eggs. 
. Around the year I was eight, Dad employed a bold and attractive 
youth named Parkington. It seems to me he turned up twice. I rather 
Post my heart to him on his second sojourn and forsook even brother 
Bill to hover around him as he worked on the Piggery Hill--duly 
grieving when he came to leave. This infatuation had not gone un- 
noticed by the parental eye. When "young Parkington," as Mother 
called him, was paid off, he said airily to Dad as he turned to go, 

"I just kissed your daughter goodbye." 

Dad was not pleased, and sought me out for inquiry. Though 
I could honestly deny the charge, I was delighted he had said such 
a thing. I cherished him even more, locking his memory with this 
thrilling denouement tenderly away in my heart. I fervently hoped 
he would reappear, but he did not. 

It was about this time, while Harold Chapin was working for 
Dad, that we had the chimney fire. Mother and Teresa (for this 


valued household helper was again with us) were in town; young 
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Chapin and our hired hand, Tommy Thompson, were down the Monterey 
Road in the vicinity of the Grove. Dad was in his and Mother's 
room, Dood (brother Gordon) taking his afternoon nap in the North 
Room, and Bill and I variously engaged around the house--and Shelt, 
Shelt was not yet. 

Dad came tearing out onto the lawn and announced that he had a 
fire in his chimney--and sure enough, billows of dark portentous 
smoke were pouring out of his chimney. We cleaned out our flues 
every fall by means of a wuggle of burlap tied between two lengths 
of rope. With one person on the roof and one in the cellar, this 
cloth was massaged back and forth to remove ashes. Sometimes light 
fires broke out, consumed any offending collection of soot or other 
material in the chimney, and quickly burned themselves out. 

But we saw at once that this was more serious. Of all things 
Mother and Dad feared most, and were on guard against, it was fire. 
We were all continually reminded to be careful with stoves, lamps and 
matches. Our parents had early instilled in Bill and me a dread of 
forest fires, a dread that survives today. Our firefighting appara- 
tus was meagre, consisting of several old chemical extinguishers 
which might not even function. (Sitting in a corner of each down- 
stairs room, they were so familiar, we never thought of them except 
as nuisances when sweeping.) 

That afternoon Dad had been burning a batch of old work papers 
in his stove. Some of them had clotted, half-burned, on the way up 
and were re-ignited by a rising spark. A chink in the chimney had 


permitted the flames to escape into the wall, and there they began 
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to burn in earnest. 

Now, going around to the side of the house just outside this 
wall, Dad was further alarmed. Beyond the usual course of such 
conflagrations, the roaring in the chimney had a more full-bodied 
sound. Bill was dispatched at top speed down the Monterey Road to 
get Tommy and Chapin; I was assigned to Dood; and Dad himself tele- 
phoned Rufus Brett who, as selectman in charge of the town fire de- 
partment, knew most about what to do. 

Wild with excitement--and a pleasant sort of fear--I hurried 
iy comlooed. and, aroused him from his unsuspecting slumber. , 1 tried 
to be as coolly controlled as Dad in this crisis, despite an over- 
whelming impulse to go all to pieces. I remembered to "pot" Dood 
peroneal wdressed him. .This,»l. said to myself, wilb win, Mother's 
approbation. Taking his small hand, I trotted him meekly outdoors 
onto the front lawn. Smoke still belched in dark fulsome clouds. 
Dad was around at the side of the house again, brooding over the 
increasing roar. 

Our parents had put into one small leather bag (always referred 
to as The Boston Bag) their most vital documents and treasures. This 
wee ecOube Salvaged atvany cost in case of fire. The Boston Bag, I 
now saw, was sitting smugly outside on the lawn. 

Bill, Chapin and Tommy, in that order, were now to be seen 
streaming down the Monterey Road "on the double." With Dood still 
in tow, I accompanied Dad downstairs into the cellar. He had a 
mirror in his hand. My heart leapt into my mouth as he opened the 
little door of his chimney, and burning fragments fell out. He 


looked anxiously at the reflection of the inferno-filled column. 
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I did not dare ask to be allowed to look, too, but I had peered 
into the glass on previous occasions. I knew the horrible swirl 
of reflected flames to be seen, and I could hear that dreadful 
hollow roaring. 

By now the men were panting up the lawn, and Mr. Rufus Brett 
chugged up in his ancient car. The old man's wonderful, Lincolnesque 
face, usually so jovial, was dark now with concern. Mother picked 
this moment to call up from town, and was informed by Dad in calm 
tones about the chimney fire "now well in hand." The garden hose 
was fastened to a spigot ready for use--the extinguishers were handy, 
too. Under Mr. Rufus! direction, axes were seized, and the part of 
the wall outside the flaming chimney cut away. 

Meanwhile, Bill and I were hopping about nearby, terribly 
Secrted. Bill had’ a happy thought. The red water tanks in the barn! 
These had been stored with us by Mr. Ordway of the Department of 
Forestry fire department. In the spring, we gathered sap in them; 
on hot days we filled them at the brook and pumped water at each 
other. Now we dragged them out, hauling them one at a time to 
the scene of the rescue in our cart. And they were used! Bill 
and I felt ten feet high. 

Before long the fire was out. By the time Mother got home, 
much worried, the wall with its dripping, charred and gaping wound 
was the chief proof of the adventure. And, in the house, the smell! 
It clung nauseatingly to the walls and furniture of my room especi- 


ally, which was just above Dad's. The torn side of the house was 
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promptly repaired, and inside, too, where there had been amazingly 
little damage. Yet it seemed many months before that cold, terri- 
ble essence of fire and smoke and blackened wood faded away from 
my room. 

In those early days of planting, Dad had a sizable nursery 
below the Winter Place (now the Forest Headquarters), just above the 
Bill Bretts. Here thousands of little seedling white Pine and Norway 
Spruce came in crates from the big State nursery at Amherst. Clumps 
of dozens of tiny trees were unpacked from their protecting sphagnum 
moss and separated down to little individual wisps, each about two 
emehes High, with its small but intricate root system... Here they 
were transplanted into prepared beds in neat rows, to remain until 
permanent planting in one of the many plantations. I loved to 
watch the men using their planting boards--four-foot devices with 
motches in a wire edging for the individual seedlings. Working on 
the edge of trenches already dug, four feet of row were planted at 
once, setting in some fifteen to twenty trees. 

Just below our house in the meadow (to the left of what later 
became Plantation G), a much smaller nursery was installed and this 
Bentained, I think, seedlings other ~than: white Pine. It was a 
few years later that Dad built the five or six big seedling frames 
behind the house and raised the multitudinous kinds of conifers 
that were put out into special plantations. Many of these were 
indigenous to the South, far West and even foreign lands. (There 


may have been one Ginkgo, the only species of tree surviving from 
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prehistoric times, native to the Orient.) Thus Dad turned Swann 
Forest into an experimental forest--the only one in the State, with 
Mee weancd interesting concept of the function of State Forests. I 
Pemenver Writing letters for Dad ‘to a mysterious outfit Known as 
Conyers B. Fleur in Pennsylvania. We ordered an infinite number of 
seed packets from them, but these may have been alpine seeds, for 
the wondrous alpine gardens which later came into being. 

Almost from the beginning, Dad began experiments in spacing 
the baby trees. The old rule was that pine should be set out six 
feet apart each way; natural selection, whereby the stronger squeeze 
out and eventually destroy the weaker, would take care of the sur- 
s.. Now Dad tried twelve- and even eighteen-foot spacing, with 
the feeling that not only would there be a great saving in seed- 
lings, but also that each tree, having plenty of room to expand 
With ample food and sunlight from youth, would be a better arboreal 
Pa Z2eNn . 

I recollect that twelve-foot spacing worked out best, repre- 
senting a saving of 75% in young trees. Dad wrote up the results 
of his study, and it appeared as an article called "Skeleton Planting," 
Smrie Journal of ROtestry in January, 1931, a professional forestry 
paper. Mother, who took a great interest in all Dad's work, wanted 
to send reprints of it to his relatives, but he protested. 

"They don't understand what I'm doing here," he said. "If you 
send them an article with that title, they'd probably say, 'Oh, look, 
Earle's written a detective story!'" 


Dad, who enjoyed writing an occasional poem about the nature 
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d he loved, once composed a sonnet about his little conifer charges: 


ME rest amongz7some Little pines’ Ieide. 

Demure and plumy are they, frail and meek; 

Their fingers stray exploring on my cheek; 

They breathe on me their infant breath, and sigh, 

As if despairing to be vast as l. 

And yet these little trees that seem so weak, 

Some day when I'm not even dust, will seek 

With dipping crowns the spaces of the sky. 

Considering what lies before, I brush 

My hand across their little spray of leaves, 

Not seeing them, but standing in the hush 

Of a great wood, where scanty sunlight weaves 

A world enchanted, of dim shadow crowds, 

And stems that play forever. in the clouds. 

Once we were much intrigued by the discovery of two natural 
dwarf white pine among the many thousands set out on Swann and Bear- 
town Forests. Ina plantation of fifteen-year-olds where the young 

») pine towered over him, averaging from ten to fifteen feet in 
meight, Dad found two trees not more than two: feet high. There 
seemed no external cause for their being stunted--for they shared 
the same soil conditions and had as much room as the others. 

One of these freaks had short, squinny needles, and was a 
rather mangy specimen, as dwarf trees tend to be. The second, 
however, was charmingly bushy, with long luxuriant needles--a 
healthy white pine in miniature, only more so. Both seemed to have 
grown each year with their fellows, but not as much. Where ten 
inches or a foot annually was usual, the dwarfs' leaders achieved 
only an inch or so, and all the other branch-ends grew in propor- 
tion. Both of these interesting little fellows were carefully dug 


up and planted in the backyard, so we could watch their progress. 


) They continued to be dwarfs. 


LE 


Another discovery of Dad's, made in 1929, proved even more 
interesting. He noticed something strange about the wood from one 
of George Brett's woodlots--George usually took care of our firewood 
supply. The wood had cores wrapped up inside the trunk. Varying 
in size with different trees, each core could be quite easily 
removed when the wood was split. When Dad picked them up, he noticed 
that a black powder came off on his hand--a powder-like soot. When 
he counted the rings, he found that all the trees, although of vary- 
ing ages, expressed their differences in the size of the core only. 
In every case, approximately thirty-seven years (represented by the 
tree's annual rings of growth) had been added on outside the center- 
piece. Figuring back, he decided that there must have been a fire 
in that area thirty-seven years before--in 1892. 

Seeking out an old inhabitant of the town, again Mr. Rufus 
Brett, Dad asked him if he remembered the fire in that particular 
piece of woodland. Rufus thought a little. 

"Why, yes," he said, "I remember it well. That woodlot did 
burn over. Must have been about--let me see--'long about 1890 or 
'92. It was started by some honey-bee hunters smoking out bees in 
an old chestnut. But how did you know about it?" 

It was astonishing to think that all those scorched trees had 
gone on growing, locking up history deep inside their beings--a 
history untranslatable save to the understanding eye. 

For a couple of winter seasons Dad carried on a most interest- 
ing operation in the Creamery. Or rather, Tommy did, under his 


direction. Bags and bags of white pine cones were sent in to us 


Gare wom es ayn pa ae Pa 1400 ai) eins 
Hogvegs ve Msi nicl if ‘itt! vichaiew, agion®--etoxtietm ere omen 
enter’ SrA) Sa au betes eaters ian nen wm) ike 


eet, 


Yaitee * 00 a ene wl Kader, our these cB. ii 


v7 


iste Faery eo OL ‘eal Bonar phan Kote At tate ad iio ead hein a 
reve ‘atk nti sin eetall ein hp OR opnee n0bwOe, nome a 


oe ee a BP | pum! ba) one! et, tts Sart pvt 4 ae ants fash: roe ida 


CN No yeTT) Me Ie eapamaat 4 oe se teearand #8 si 
. f ¥ 
P, 


‘a 


ia Neh a fer, eile, ioe har Pei ah, hel at Nailin OF 
Pen Wass tivo Pee wnat 7 Ph Hela Se cos a 
aa : ee ied Soda! stihl, iherimowy te) i aetM f ang. ta 
wing: ‘ath eg aay ih Ye a en hig fe Jue’ erty 
enka na, pd tk wid) wi Dorper wl AK etn bedae cn 


Cae | ‘ate ie 5 nape muda sboetnone so 


, i r ; 


Bh Si kncigy ale Mae 1 /abiinoars a ibhas a0 BRN te 
$n) oes Aas bina «aig ‘ite, i rvtuuos pend sven eat ae ie 


7 Hor) 


Hi Hb | Ba finden hi 


HTT. TS hee 4 eapiebas 44 Oy ea ENBON MOY ic ipa theta vine ange bl sg tN 4a ¥! a 


pe 


cg Her ‘ sas she ee et 


te | sie all eee poe tre 


see “ . 
eee | Site et hans pays 
se ae | 


i ' 
Lb LA { Ti Piss Ta fi - 
k gnu ih ing wvhi ne 
4 ald ry 
ie Diy ay i 


iad Tee 
Pat Pag 


#9 


from other parts of the State. These cones were almost ripe, but 
still retained their seed. In one room of the Creamery were set 
up four big racks with, probably, a dozen screen-trays in each. 
The cones were poured out on the trays one deep, and a noisy wood 
fire kept going all the time in a little chunk stove in the small 
room. Soon the cones opened in the hot air and, with wire carpet 
beaters, the seeds were threshed out of their snug retreats. One 
time we all helped in the operation, even Mother, when we had a 
hurry call for a seed shipment. 

Being put through winnowing machines separated the good seeds 
from chaff and infertile ones, and soon fragrant bushels stood 
clean and ready to be shipped to Amherst for the spring planting. 
It was a pleasure to plunge both hands deep into the dusky plump 
embryos--caressing the germs of mighty forests yet unborn. 

One of many horticultural activities at which Dad excelled 
was raising things from cuttings. This is not always easy to do. 
Little sprigs of shrubs and trees would be brought home in wet 
moss and tucked away in his special cutting frame (sand under a 
glass cover, with lathes for shade). Here he soon had them rooted 
and growing after tender, watchful care--how often have I seen him 
kneeling before his cutting frame! Dad did so much kneeling before 
his cutting frames that Mother used to tease him about it. He 
replied that he much preferred to wear outhis trousers at the knee 
than at the seat. When each cutting could stand on its own roots, 
he moved it out into the world where it usually continued to develop, 
happy as a clam. 


Mother loved to describe Dad's activities in the Arnold Arbor- 
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etum. This was his mecca whenever he was in Boston, full as it 
was of an infinite variety of trees and shrubs, many of them rich 
and strange. Armed with his trusty little pocket clippers, he 
sifted among the trees. Looking casually about to make sure the 
SeeacewWas clear, a quick snip, then another, and two tiny cuttings 
of the shrub were his. In a twinkling of an eye, Mother said, he 
achieved his purpose. His surgical deftness was harmless to the 
donating plant, while providing anewchoice for experiments at 
Swann. 

We speak of people having a "green thumb." Dad must have had 
two or three. Plants seemed to enjoy growing for him. Even with 
difficult and temperamental plants, many far from their native 
haunts, he was eminently successful. All kinds of plants seemed 


to feel his deep love and interest, and put themselves in his 


hands with perfect trust. This was a happy gift--a sort of blessed- 


ness--like being taken into the confidence of animals and birds. 
It must indicate an inner harmony with the great life forces of 
Nature. My father was indeed one of Nature's disciples, ever 
aware of her simple yet inexorable laws, and operating carefully 
within them. 

The process of budding seemed to me even more remarkable. 
Dad would cut back some wild but sturdy apple to the trunk and a 
Single limb. Two careful incisions were made in the new bark of 
the old apple wand, in the shape of across. The plump bud of, 
say, a Northern Spy, with its base of wood, was slipped into the 
crack under the bark--just its nose sticking out like a papoose 


on its mother's back. Above and below the bud, the incision was 
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taped with rafia. Perhaps several were put upon the same stock 
limb, and wordless prayers Sapa,over them tor survival. 

The TOOtS of the tree gave their all to the one branch, and 
the vital sap flowing up in the spring nourished these change- 
fangs. It is not an easy thing to get the bud so that it makes 
Gomeact with its foster mother--and budding can be done only in 
Seeeeyesoring when the sap 1s still in the ground. The best budders 
are not always successful, but Dad had a high percentage of good 
feewrese ANd it never ceased to astonish me that a tree could be 
made to bear MacIntosh on one branch, Wine Saps on another and 
Snow Apples on still a third. 

It is high time now to give Tommy a proper introduction, for 
he played an important accompaniment to the young years of us all. 
Robert Elwood Thompson came from Peekskill, New York, and had 
studied forestry at COLNE tle Vad IWLOLEmuomtnat celebratvedocenter 
of forestry studies for a graduate student to help with the work 
at Swann Forest. Soon they sent Tommy. I remember my first sight 
of him in the big nursery by the William Bretts; he had already 
started living with them there. 

My first impression is of that large-brimmed white straw hat 
which lived with him so long--and probably had identical successors. 
This was perhaps in 1922, a year after we came to the Forest. One 
of the first events of my four-year-old life in which Tommy took 
part was a tragedy. 

Bill and I had found a bee swarm on the Lodge road. It was 
just up at the top of the Lodge Hill in an alder thicket. We had 
noticed it on one of our frequent trips to the Lodge to play with 


Vincent and Charlotte Cook that summer, the children of Harold 
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Cook, the Chief Forester who yearly brought his family to vaca- 
tion at the Lodge. (He jokingly referred to himself as Chief 
Cook and Bottle Washer.) 

Bill and I were excited at our discovery of the noisy black 
Cluster, and, when Dad heard of it, he went up to reconnoiter. 
Yes, there were a lot of bees, so he called up Charles Eno, a 
keeper of bees in Monterey who rece to come up that evening 
after supper to get them. 

When Mr. Eno arrived that evening, Tommy was on hand for the 
big adventure, crowned as usual by his big white hat. The excit- 
ing moment came for the sallying forth up the road when I suddenly 
learned that I was not to be allowed to go. Bill could go, but I 
could not. 

"Why not?" I. wailed. 

"Tt's too late for you to be up--it's your bedtime." 

Oh, the agony ofiitte In vain Iscried) out-that>thesbeesiwere 
as much my discovery as Bill's, and Bill was allowed to go. iI 
heard again those fatal words which haunted many such moments of 
Sg@ascrimination. 

"But he.is, three.years older!" 

This pronouncement will sound depressingly familiar to Shelt. 
He stood in the same sad relation to Dood, and also saw the golden 
door of adventure close upon him sometimes while the beloved com- 
panion tasted delights he might not know. 

The fact was undeniable but not satisfying. I took my dis- 
appointment badly. As I saw the lucky four go off up the road 


without me, I burst into roars of perfect misery. The only result 
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was that I was sternly retired to bed in the North Room. 

The next morning I plied Bill with questions. Apparently, the 
capture of the bee swarm was effected successfully without me, and 
the alders were bereft of their tenants. 

A very fragmentary recollection belongs in the same period-- 
eommewas, TOUT, Or; five.s di hadecutomyxfingersand, asrwe-all did 
with our griefs and hurts, I sped to Mother with it. She washed 
the» cut and got out vaseline and gauze and what we called "sticky 
bandage." 

"Does, it.throb?" she: asked me.» I>odid not know *whate she’ meant. 
She repeated her question. 

Pisdentteknow,"eL fimallyssaidy "but itt feelseas ifumysheart 
i.beating in it." 

Tommy was actually a combina assistant and hired man, fur- 
nished by the State. He was Dad's field foreman during spring 
planting and spent a large part of the year among the many planta- 
tions. "Releasing" was one of his main jobs--keeping the brush 
down so that it would not offer serious competition to the incipi- 
ent forests. When no State work pressed, he was available for 
any job around the grounds, including mowing the lawn both at our 
house and at the Lodge. 

Dad had a rather unusual way of transmitting his order to 
Tommy. First thing in the morning Tommy always went to the Shop 
for his tools. There, ona little shelf, each day appeared a 
card, outlining in crisp, clear terms the activity of the day. 
This system worked out very well, being as satisfactory to the 


bashful employee as to reticent boss. 
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Tommy--dependable, hardworking, faithful Tommy--as a 
physical extension of Dad on the various Forest work activities, 
helped to make Swann Forest a unique State forest. 

Our day seemed to begin officially when Tommy chugged up in 
Mas,iittle Ford a few minutes before eight. We all were fond of 
him, and we kids liked to play around where he was working. He 
and Shelt always seemed to understand each other, and he and Bill 
were especially congenial. When Bill was about thirteen or four- 
teen, the two went camping overnight. I believe Bill even went 
home to Peekskill with Tommy one weekend and thus met the family 
we sometimes wondered about. One of his brothers stopped at the 
Forest one time to see Tommy, and we were introduced. He was an 
up-and-coming city edition of Tommy. 

Shy as Tommy was, he joined the Monterey Grange and set out 
to make his mark in the organization. After years of faithful 
service, he achieved the highest local office possible, becoming 
Master of the chapter. I never saw him perform, but Bill, who 
belonged to the Grange for a while under Tommy's tutelage, reported 
he made a dignified and efficient officer. 

It seems appropriate to end this chapter on Forestry with a 
short essay which Dad wrote on "trees," which poetically expresses 
his abiding love for them: 

Laces 
Trees are the vegetative columns that support the sky. 

Their feet clasp earth and rock. They drink of the waters 

of the brooks and springs and rains. Their green and tousled 

heads wear clouds as caps and shake and murmur in the passing 


winds. Their leaves breathe in fire and exhale moisture and 
fragrance. 
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The tree ts the taliest, strongest, most patient 
Movin tong.) Loo lS the wisest @iso, for it hnas.jlearnen 
how to join hands with heaven and earth; vast strength 
and utter delicacy; how to move, yet stand still. How 
never to weary of one place, how to fall with dignity, 
and continue its good works after death. 


It breasts the tempest, outlasts the blizzard, 
receives into its fingers the bird's nest and it breaks 
Honuainty ecg. lt writes tits history in its awn heart, 
and knows so much that if all could be known that a tree 
knows, we should at last span the endless arch of truth. 
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GHAPTER: 5 


BOOKS 


One of the greatest pleasures of our early years was being 
read to by our parents. When Bill and I were quite small, Dad 
started reading to us such classics as Ernest Thompson Seton's 
animal stories--and how we loved them! The Lives of the Hunted 


and Wild Animals I have Known were treasures of delight: The 


Pacing Mustang, Lobo, King of the Curumpaugh, Banner Tail, Story of 
meeeeeadiarrel, and the Trail of the Sandhill Stag. fhis last 


book we begged Dad so often to read us that he came to call it "The 
Trail of the Anthill Nag." 

And then Kipling. Some of my most precious reading memories 
Poems, from the First Jungle Book. The magic of the man in such 
mmeesneg short story gems as “Rikki-Tikki-Tavi," = the story of a 
mongoose. The stories of Mowgli and the wolf pack with the fearful 
chapter, "Kaa's Hunting;" the beauty and tenderness of "Kotick, the 
White Seal." We joyed in them all. 

Joel Chandler Harris' Uncle Remus stories belonged to this same 
literary period. I heard these tales with mixed feelings, and there 
were things I never understood, such as the ubiquitous presence of 
"Miss Meadows and the gals" whom I took to be members of the human 
race, but whom Brer Rabbit and other brethren were always seeking to 
impress. 

In contending with Brer Rabbit, failure was practically a fore- 
gone conclusion, and I found myself sometimes feeling sorry for 


Brer Fox. But I delighted in the Tar Baby tale where Brer Fox 
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earned his painful but not fatal ignominy. Best of all was the 
story in which Brer Fox seeks to lure his "brother" rabbit near 
by feigning death. Brer Rabbit claims he cannot believe Brer 
Peeeus really dead’ because he does’ not "lift his left hind leg 
and yell "Yahoo!" Brother Fox, whose cerebration is never too 
eevenced, finally lifts his: left» leg and yells "Yahoo!"=--as’ Brer 
pepo Skins: out’ the door. 

We took a certain satisfaction in Brer Terrapin's successful 
conquest of Brer Rabbit in the tug-of-war story where Brer Terrapin 
fastens his end of the rope to an underwater root; and the footrace 
where Brer Terrapin had relatives, looking just like himself, 
stationed at strategic points along the course, including the 
Finish line. 

} Of course, we had to meet Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn. Injun Joe 
was one of the most vivid accompaniments to my childhood. I loved 
Injun Joe, in a terrified sort of way, and grieved over the dis- 
covery of his corpse at the mouth of the cave. Huck Finn appealed 
even more than Tom Sawyer, being under-privileged and somehow 
freer and more fine. We delighted in Becky Thatcher, and I at 
least took a great interest in Tom's romance with her. What an 
agonized time we had with them when they were lost in the cave! 

For a while Paul Bunyan stories were running serially every 
week in, I think, the Sunday Boston Herald, and we listened with 
delight while Dad read of Paul and Babe, the Blue Ox, and their 
wondrous feats. 

Shakespeare played a large part in our early literary life. 


Dad was fond of reading aloud the more exciting scenes from 
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Hamlet, Julius Caesar, MacBeth and The Merchant of Venice. I do 
not know at what incipient age they were acquired, but it seems 
I have always known many magical speeches from these plays, 
Hamlet's soliloquies above all. Hamlet! My favorite play! Maurice 
Evans brought Hamlet to New york with the uncut version (when, 
wedtsetacer, I lived there), t would stand on Saturday afternoons 
for the requisite four and a half hours to see it until I had memo- 
Pazeag most of it by heart. 

Favorite speeches, too, were Shylock's "Many a time and oft 
Pogmeueweensalto;" Antony's “Friends, Romans, countrymen..." and 
"If you have tears prepare to shed them now." I remember a time 
when Dad, Bill and I performed Lady MacBeth's sleepwalking scene 
for the benefit of Mother. 

Dad, who was himself a poet, was very fond of all poetry and 
used to read it aloud to us a great deal, reciting passages at the 
least provacation as Bill and I came to do. Every so often he would 


Peaugrus such classics as Horatius at the Bridge by Macauley; The 


Rhyme of the Ancient Mariner; The Pied Piper of Hamlin; Casey at the 
ears; eJohnn Gilpin; ThesRaven; and The Wonderful. One Hoss Shay. Bill 


actually memorized the entire Ancient Mariner, an amazing accom- 
plishment, while I could get no further than the point where "the 
albatross fell off and sank, like lead, into the sea." 

But first and foremost Dad read and recited the great lyric 
poets, and I learned by induction much of Keats, Shelley, Milton, 
Wordsworth, Gray, Poe, and Holmes, probably as early as six or 
seven. Certainly I cannot remember ever being without the solace 


of their beautiful verses. 
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Shelley's "Ode to the West Wind" was the early favorite, for 
@ecejoiced in the wild, fierce feeling which swept his stanzas 
through--the exaltation and power of his imagery. There was an 
Gacamed quality in him that I felt akin to my own spirit. All 
through the doubting and melancholy-flecked years of adolescence, 
Shelley gave my moments of sadness tongue. There was succor in his 
Powemiolift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!/I fall upon the thorns 
Seer it Dleed!" In youth we bleed easily, if only briefly, and 
the drops are but tears. 

Keats' "Ode to a Nightingale," with its succession of transcen- 
dentally lovely images, came next. The exquisite sadness of "Now, 
more than ever seems it rich to die,/ To cease upon the midnight 
Bemeeenoepain..." And the strong lyric sadness of Gray's “Elegy;" 
moe Joyousness of Milton's "L'Allegro" as it rollicks along. 

Later came Vincent Stephen Benet's fine epic on the Civil 
(uncivil) War, John Brown's Body. A copy of this book was brought 
to Dad shortly after its publication by our favorite cousin, Bill 
Manley. Dad read us all the powerful "Invocation," and I soon 
learned the fifty-odd verses by heart. I can remember reciting 
it for the dubious edification of Cousin Bill the next time he came. 

Poor patient Mother! She often had to listen to me while I 
helped her with dishes, soaring or falling upon the thorns of life. 
Walking around and around the kitchen table, dishtowel, and even 
occasional dish, in hand, I recited with all the power I could 
muster, trying to enunciate clearly. These recitations gave me 
real emotional release and left me exalted and at peace. How they 


left Mother, she was too kind to say. 
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Whenever I found myself alone--in the woods or down feeding 
the hens, anywhere--I shouted myself hoarse to the hilltops and 
the sky. Baying the sun and moon! In times of emotional stress, 
poetry has been my balm in Gilead. 

Music, to my sorrow, is partly lost to me. Being tone deaf, 
Meeennor even carry a tune. But seemingly in compensation, poetry 
is doubly sweet. When I was a little girl, Dad called my attention 
to the fundamental oneness of all the great sounds of Nature. 

"Close your eyes," he said as we sat on the front porch in the 
dusk one spring, "And you can imagine the distant roaring of that 
Swollen brook as rain--as the wind--as the sea." And, closing my 
eyes, I found that it was so. The sound was "the deep autumnal 
tone" of Nature herself. And the sound was poetry. Laying my 
ear to the earth's full breast, I found that poetry is the throb- 
Bing of her infinite heart; that poetry's rich cadences contain 
the Universe without, and that within. All the ineffable mysteries 
are hers. No tone, no diaphanous overtone, no human touch, no 
Solitary star, has mot there found its tongue. The Cosmos itself 
is set to the music of poetry. 

When I later lived in New York City and had no scope for my 
vigorous outbursts, I used to get my release on my bi-weekly trips 
home--on the train. Standing between the cars, I would gaze out 
the window, reciting earth-shakingly the while, to the astonish- 
ment of some of the brakemen. I would break off when these offi- 
cials passed through, but sometimes was not quick enough to avoid 
being overheard, though the train did a pretty good job of out- 


shouting me. 
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Sometimes the brakemen would stop and talk to me, and one 
especially thoughtful fellow confided to me that he knew I was 
an actress learning my lines; while another, persuaded in his 
opinion no doubt by the grave and stern decorum of the counten- 
ance I wore, saw me as an incipient suicide and started trying to 
Gonvince me that life was, after all, worth living. 

During those many wondrous reading nights, we listened en- 
raptured to the masterpiece of Dumas Pere, Les Trois Mousquetaires. 
We gloried in D'Artagnan, Athos, Aramis, and Porthos, in that 
order, and their weird and wonderful valets; the silent Grimaud, 
Planchet, and so on. Such clanking of swords and clinking of 
tankards sounded through these, as well as royal intrigues and 
high romance in France and England. 

Qwen Wister's The Virginian also claimed our attention forsa 
time. Dad took great delight in this. I recall being somewhat 
baffled at the scene where Trampas uses a strong term and the 
Virginian pulls his gun and the famous line, "When you call me that, 
onaie!" Dad*rendered’ this epithetras “son°of argun" and: Incould 
see little reason for the hero's sudden choler. It was years later 
that I discovered Dad had used an innocent term for one fraught with 
greater peril. 

Of course we came to Stevenson and his magical Treasure Island. 
Old Pew with his "black spot" filled me with delectable terror; 

I even dreamed of him at night. And Stevenson's Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde gave me further cause for nightmares. I remember hearing that 
Stevenson had himself dreamed a good part of the plot, being 


awakened by his wife just at the first transformation scene. He 
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was said to be furious at being waked up, but she reportedly told 
him that he had been making such a frantic fuss that she wanted to 
rescue him from his bad dream. 

The vividness of this story was enhanced by Mother and Dad 
describing John Barrymore's performance of it on the stage. Alto- 
Gerpernsl Duilt up.such a.fascinated horror of the, theme:that,years 
later when I was fourteen or so, I disgraced the family. 

Frederic March came to town in the early movie version, and 
foeumeesatnough terrified, L.was crazy to.go.. Bill,.too.. So 
Dad took us on a Saturday afternoon, and the nearer it got to 
curtain time the more worried I became. Unfortunately I had read 
a review of the film, which had not added to my serenity of spirit. 
True to Hollywood tradition, the story had been jazzed up with the 
spice of feminine interest, and I had read of the murder of this 
newly created heroine. 

During the first transformation.scene I shut my .eyes and 
plugged my ears and managed to sit it through; but at the second 
one--with the prospect of the grizzly strangling yet to come-- I 
could stand it no more and bolted up the aisle, to my father's 
disgust. 

"Or. JekKV LE was only thesfinstein, asbong.-seriles,of horror 
and mystery stories we all read together. These encompassed the 
magic of Sherlock Holmes, Philo Vance (created by the late S. S. 
VanDyne) as well as the tales of many lesser purveyors of larceny, 
mayhem and sudden decease. The rooms at Baker Street are more real 


to me now than many quarters I have actually Known. 
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After living through such hair-raising experiences as "The 
speckled Band," "The Yellow Face," and The Hound of the Baskervilles, 
Bill and I sneaked fearfully off to bed. In winter a storm door 
shut off the upper regions of the house from the warmth and con- 
vViviality below, and a smaller hinged door allowed us to creep 
through to our cold storage bedrooms above. Our candles cast their 
uncertain light. before us and we always found it, convenient .to .go 
upstairs together, every sound and shadow fraught with danger. 

It was at this point one night, as we were poised, candles 
in hand, at the foot of the stairs while visions of speckled bands 
danced in our heads, that Dad decided to tell us how he had been 
frightened as a boy, with tales of a "sulphur hand!" It glowed, 
disembodied, in the dark and clutched you by the throat. Then he 
pulled out $10 and offered to give it to either one of us who would 
go down to the cowbarn with a single candle and stay there for ten 
minutes--alone! If we both wanted to do it, we could take turns, 
and he would give us each $10, a princely sum in those years. 

He had no takers--we weren't even interested. Getting upstairs 
and into our beds presented menace enough. And though this offer 
was repeated several times after similar readings, it left us with 
complete indifference. 

Once upstairs I parted reluctantly with Bill at his room and 
tiptoed furtively into mine, shucked off my clothes, leapt into 
pajamas, and buried myself in the frosty blankets. Flailing my 
legs frantically to warm up the bed, I could then lie in a warm 
trench in the feather bed, blankets up to my nose, where no 


Egyptian mummies nor yellow faces could find me. 
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After supper, while the wind blew outside, sweeping spasmodic 
lacings of snow down the long Back Meadow and around the old house, 
while the mercury skulked low in its tube, inside we gathered in 
Dad's Room. There the fire snapped companionably in the corner 
stove and the big yellow lamp bestowed its genial light about. 
meener. Bill and I drew our chairs close to the bed, where Dad was 
ensconced, and settled down. Then the reading began. The outer 
coldness intensified our warmth; the loneliness without doubled 
the lighted snugness of our family circle. 

Those evenings were enchanted. Mother usually sewed, darning 
socks or knitting mittens, socks or sweaters, or making patchwork 
eres AdMmiring Mother's Knitting, I, too, by fits and starts, 
attempted knitting. But I was like Dad. He claimed he would go in 
far Knitting if it were possible to knit handkerchiefs. 

Once I had another creative enterprise--rompers for Dood. This 
garment was already made, but the collar, pockets and cuffs were 
supposed to be embroidered with colored yarns. All the stitches 
were indicated, one had only to make them. Mother had bought two 
or three, expecting to finish them herself--but I was so entranced 
with them that I begged to be allowed to work one up all by myself. 

Dood was born August 17, 1924, and I began his rompers that 
fall. They were a two-year-old size so that he could not be expected 
to enjoy them for quite a while. He never did, poor boy! Even with 
all that margin for error and indolence, I was not equal to the 
task. Yet when Mother tactfully suggested she "might just as well 
finish them up" (Dood seemed to be waxing rapidly larger) I always 


insisted I would have them done in time. 
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I am still ashamed about the rompers. For some reason they 
couldn't seem to be worn without their trim. And every so often 
years later, when Dood was resplendent in knickers, I would catch 
sight of those rompers unfinished in Mother's workbasket and expe- 
rience a twinge of conscience. I blush to think I did not have 
them finished up even in time for Shelt when he came along some 
three years later. 

It was while working a bit on the rompers that I swallowed 
the pin. Admiring the jaunty way Mother held pins in her mouth, 

I did likewise, thinking it gave me a certain professional éclat. 
Putting things in my mouth was always a weakness, and soon the pin 
was all inside, and I absently chewing on it as I listened to some 
exciting sequence with Sherlock Holmes. At a moment of supreme 
suspense, I swallowed it. Too alarmed at this turn of affairs 

to confess it, I spent the rest of the evening in silent misery. 
Not until breakfast time the next morning did I casually let fall 
aemention of it, hoping it would not’ be considered’ serious.” "It 
just twinkled down," I explained. 

The effect was all I had feared it would be--everyone froze 
Pmchneattlacks. Wivedidniteyourtell Us’ right away!" Mother cried 
when all available information had been extracted--the pin had been 
bent double at the time of consumption--and she made a beeline for 
the telephone and the ear of our good general practitioner, Dr. 
Lane, who not long before had delivered Dood, dutifully protesting, 
into the midst of life. She hurried back full of instructions and 
I remember eating many pancakes and bowls of rice for the next day 


or so until it finally came out all right. 
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Mother read to us quite often, too, when no other reading was 
in progress o'nights. And she thus renewed her childhood favorites 
meecging us’ the Breath of the Gods,’ a fine story about Washington 
diplomatic circles and Japan which I have since reread with pleasure. 
Then there was that marvellous book, long out of print, by Mayo, 
faeeeoerver, a Tale of Morocco --and what a tale. It was a story 
of high excitement, adventure and romance. Rereading it later with 
equal pleasure, Bill and I used to amuse ourselves further by specu- 
lating on how we would cast it as a movie. This was a Romance with 
capital letters, and there were three pairs of lovers in the whole 
spectrum of primitive passions, with piracy, the Spanish Inquisition, 
beautiful Christian slaves, Arabian harems, wonderful horsemanship, 
M@aring rescues, identical-twin complications in love and hate, and 
above all Love, on two continents and on the high seas. 

These were pretty grown-up books; when we were younger Mother 
Zemoea.oug the Peterkin Fapers, but if takes an adult to get the 
most out of this subtle satire. Then there was the wonderful Hans 
Brinker or the Silver Skates and such necessary childhood classics 
as Black Beauty and The Bar Sinister, with a large contingent of 
Thornton Burgess books in our earliest years. 

Burgess was one of our great delights, and we reread many of 
these simple but engaging books later to ourselves. Lightfoot the 
Deer was my particular weakness and I read it over many times, 
shedding a few mournful tears each time at the end because there 


really was no such animal. Later Dood, and especially Sheit, 
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enjoyed Ligntfoct, but became even more inf@tuated with Felix 
Sait2n's Bambi several years before Disney turned it into such a 
teautiful and mceving film. Shelt read Bambi over and over an 
infinite number of times--thirty or more, he claims, and the book 
was always in his hands--except when it was Bambi's Children. 

Mother also read us several of the charming Louisa May Alcott 
books, beginning with Little Women and Little Men. Jo Marsh was my 
ideal with her tomboy pursuits. And Meg's twins, Daisy and Demi, 
cut capers which reminded us of a pair of lads who amused us by 
turns with their mischievous antics. 

When we went on to Eight Cousins I fell heavily for Uncle Alec. 
Rose in Bloom and Under the Lilacs were also enjoyed; although Bill 
meee tachner sUperior to these’ "qirls” books,". he seemed to” listen 
with equal pleasure. 

Mother it was who started us off on that incomparable series, 
the Doctor Doolittle books! There is no way'’we can explain why 
certain stories become so cherished in childhood that, in later 
life, even when it is no longer possible to capture the same delight, 
the rich fragrance of our youthful joy in them remains a warm and 
tender memory. So it is for me with Hugh Lofting's tales of the 
unassuming little doctor who could converse with animals in their 
native tongues. His weird animal household and his two rather strange 
human companions--the stodgy Stubbins and Matthew Mugg, the cat's 
meat man--we loved them all. And their absurd and delightful adven- 
tures--in darkest Africa, on the moon, or in the doctor's own back- 


yard in the little English village of Puddleby-on-the-Marsh. 


7 r i 


ciiet ate bassutannt eicm nove euslad Ive toe 

p tous CAE OR Dilewis stand vigtné Zisey Letevee f: ne . 
ns reve bie weve dygee beer stTvile Ls y UAT vam Li suea 
aood sit? ine eakets et sre to i222 eben Io teueun eitaty 
Aggy LIN £) idee uéw 32 dere tonnes <=2bnan ein wt ayant ai 
$20017 yam gelwod gnimzens. sd? Vo, ‘Lenape av bae% cota erisd 


wo 


ye fea Varet ol ~ soe BEE 2h Fo bhe noeoe Bi? pra atiw entinntps he >t 


— 


i990 bra gelhnO yanind 2" ye bah 8, ap hue m yonwot roe athe 
ya ev SeGume ora etbel 0 ring 5 to ty osondme? nalts atari 

| -e2tsan supyelioete shen? hte | “a 
wQeiA aionl yok yliveet List T s0dsus? 20k ot “e new ow nam a 
[{i8 ripworlie (paeyolae ela aren Le ne moose af. at 
osieil oF bemser or "Sraes ity" eren? o) 2OLieque rent 

| wiweseln isuge 

,esliee slastet@oon! +4699 sind "Fo au belwetve ow ean Pi aasem 
yriw nteligns ned =p! ¥ Bove er #2 start texoog olisitoes ratzot 4 
qoial af ded? poostittefs nt bene Liens, | oe gmosed esltete nies 
tiptiok onee edt evyi ceo. 92 iFeag sepnod on ai 31 nore neve 4 


hee thw 8 or emet word a Ft tovasa0 168 Yo s2ne7g62) bins . ry 
4 7 » ? 7 ha : : 7 7 SS aa 
att Yo sigh erprnstos it ae “e YeT pe: at pene 
| ) Se hi o. an 
thet mt aigalins | aha oS ww tajo0b efsedi 5 
09 Bee, - 
vorsile t9ted oes ait ONE Phones = 
; : Bre: , oes ipa ae 


ee: mM ae 7 


nip 
we , 


Pre 


7 


68 


Delightful drawings by Lofting himself accompanied the 
stories. He was a real artist and something of a social critic, 
especially of middle class English snobbery; he had a sly, rich 
humor with a nice sense of the ridiculous. Most of all he came 
out for animals. His courageous little doctor was forever serv- 
ing animal patients in preference to paying humans, much to the 
disgust of "Dab-Dab," his duck housekeeper who was forever grumb- 
btnoeover how the bills shouldbe met. r But Dr. Doolittle felt 
there were ample physicians to take care of Mrs. Snodgrass’ indi- 
gestion, while no one else could or would set a fox's broken leg 


or design glasses for the old horse. Most of one wonderful book, 


Meeter Doolittle"s Circus, is stakensup withthe doctor's efforts 


to restore a circus seal to her proper element and a sorrowing 
mate. Among other things, it involved travelling fifty miles by 
coach with the seal dressed up as a woman, heavily veiled and both 
looking and smelling fishy! 

Yes, there was sheer magic in the pages about the matter-of- 
fact little doctor with the ubiquitous high hat and swallow-tail 
coat. How we laughed over the drawings. I especially recall one 
which showed the doctor swimming nonchalantly along with his 
clothes in an impossibly tidy bundle atop his head--and atop it 
all, the precious plug hat. The illustrations of Matthew Mugg 
were delicious--what a mug he had!--and the animals with their 
frank and open faces. All the human beings bore an unmistakable 
family resemblance, but you never could confuse the critters. 

I have never heard praise nor mention of this remarkable 


British writer, yet how other youngsters can fail to revel in 
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him I know not. Bill and I read these books over and over again and 
never wearied of them. Not very long-ago I read of Hugh Lofting's 
death and experienced a keen sense of personal loss. 

This chapter has been nothing but a panegyric on early literary 
delights, but surely everyone has experienced similar pleasures when 
the magic realm of books "rich with the spoils of time" has been 
unrolled to them. The characters and events of our ananidnead books 
Biemesereal’ tO us as those fromélater reading will: never be. 

Bill and I read aloud to each other sometimes when neither 
fameniesmowed an inclination’ to do so. PWe usually held’ forth in 
Beererucnen, closing the door so as’not to disturb the rest- of- the 
meese. Ihen we took turns, reading and munching apples. During 


one such period, we devoted ourselves almost wholly to Jules Verne. 


Hemeread Nis Dropped from the Clouds. and The» Mysterious Island 
and Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. (This last Dad para- 


phrased into a description of Coney Island: "Twenty thousand 
legs under the sea.") 

COS e usted tuo Decne ePopy sor Oroppecetromethes Cl oudgses truck 
feeas Uproariously wtunny. eWe went into hysterics’over*it. -f can 
feet see iteinemysmindtsteye, although 1’ could not’possibly 
Gescribe it. The book came from our trusty Mason Library and for 
months afterwards, whenever I was there and wanted a good laugh, I 
Fouldecog to Ehe=Verne snelt  andspull sour Droppedyfrom ithe Clouds: 
For a long time it produced suppressed giggles, until one sad day I 
could not work up more than a wan smile--and that particular source 


of amusement was abandoned. 
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There were, of course, the many wonderful books we read to 
ourselves. The long readings en famille were largely during the 
winter nights, although both Mother and Dad read to us frequently 
all year round, day or night, as the fancy struck. 

Reading to ourselves was also wonderful. I liked nothing 
better than to retire early with a good book--and, if possible, 
several of the chocolate cookies called "Hydrox" with which my 
childhood was punctuated. I nibbled each cookie from around the 
frosting to see how long each could be made to last. 

In solitary reading I fell in quite early with something 
Called the Ruth Fielding series. Ruth Fielding, like the Rover 
Boys, went everywhere, did everything interesting, and had almost 
everything done unto her. In the first book it came out that she 
was a foundling--a high-born maiden being raised by poor but dis- 
honest foster parents who nad never told her of her noble estate. 
This filled me with suspicion. For a while I went around harboring 
the secret theory that I was a foundling--not really my parents' 
child at all, but probably stolen by them from some silk-lined 
cradle. A good look Ae the mirror should have dispelled this idea, 
for I was the image of Mother. As she often said, a "pocket 
edition" of her. 

Another book which proved fascinating was Edward Lucas White's 
enthralling historical novel, El Supremo, the romance of the great 
dictator of Paraguay, written in 1916. In his preface to the book, 
White says: "Indubitably one of the greatest men this world has 
produced, and without exception, the most wonderful man ever born 


in either North or South America, was Dr. Jose Gaspar Rodriguez de 
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Francia, dictator of Paraguay from 1813 to 1840. Moreover, he was 
not only a great and extraordinary man, but a most interesting man." 
The book is a story of South American adventure, romance and the 
yerba trade. Dr. Francia always took shape in my mind as Mr. 
Kenneth Preston, my high school principal, whom I greatly admired. 

In the same vein as The Three Musketeers and almost as enjoy- 
able were Conan Doyle's stories of the adventures of the irrepres- 
sible Brigadier Gerard, soldier of fortune and misfortune in 
Napoleon's army. Then, of course, the sequels by Dumas himself, 
Twenty Years Later, a bit below his self-set standard, but never- 
theless absorbing. I tasted some of his books on spiritualism, 
interesting works on a fascinating subject, but at best inconclu- 
Sive and hardly seemed in the literary class with his other writings. 

Wonderful, too, were Quo Vadis by Henryk Sienkiewicz, and The 
Last Days of Pompeii by Edward Bulwer Lytton, historical novels of 
the ancient Roman empire which are difficult to lay aside, even on 
rereadings. 

There was an H. G. Wells Period, although I spent more time on 
his Time Machine and other pseudo-scientific prophecies than on his 
Outline of History which stood invitingly on our bookshelf. 

One time I fell victim to the facile pen of William J. Locke 
and read everything he ever wrote without pausing for breath. His 
Stella Maris, The Beloved Vagabond and The Vision of Joshua stick 
particularly in mind although there were well over a dozen, most 
more sophisticated than what I was used to. 

Most of all I cherished his Septimus, a gentle and moving 


story of a childlike inventor. It was later made into either a 
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play and a movie starring John Barrymore in the title role. On 
recent rereading I found that it still has the power to charm, and 
I would not be without a copy of it. My present one was purchased 
second-hand for ten cents, so I think Locke has probably gone out 
of style! 

When my taste in masculine pulchritude graduated from the 
iron-jawed Jack Holt to the more suave and graceful English star, 
George Arliss, I devoured with delight his autobiography, Up the 
Years from Bloomsbury, enjoying his rich, mellow humor, grieving 
at each setback in his career and sharing each triumph. This hero 
worship for the worthy Mr. Arliss endured for a long time--as 
time goes in these affairs. I wrote a poem to him; I wrote him a 
letter of enthusiastic endorsement, and received a courtly and 
courteous reply which I still treasure. 

I had several pictures of him in his different roles anda 
couple in mufti stuck up on my bureau and adhering to the mirror. 
I went to see all his films twice if possible, and expressed an 
urgent desire for a copy of his autobiography around birthday 
time. When the volume was forthcoming, I sent it to him, begging 
him to inscribe his name in it, and again he did the kind thing-- 
although I cannot read the word or two that precede his name-- 
the noble signature is clear enough. 

While we were quite small I seem to remember Oliver Twist 
being read to us, but the memory is very vague. In any case, 
with unconscionable prejudice, I am afraid I have somewhat the 


same feeling about Dickens as Oscar Wilde had when he said: 
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) "It would take a person with a heart of stone to read the death 
of Little Nell without laughing." 

Although I seem to have taken pains not to read him, Thoreau 
was a real influence all through my young years. Dad was an en- 
thusiastic adherent of the great man, and I was familiar with many 
of his famous sayings and doings. I always regarded him with af- 
fectionate admiration. 

Just down the hall from me during these evenings was Bill in 
his room, engaged also in literary pursuits, although of a some- 
what different nature. He is the only person I know of who ever 
read the entire six volumes of Gibbons' Decline and Fall of the 
Roman Empire. And his nights were filled with Prescott and his 
Semouest Of.Mexico and Conquest of Peru. I revered this superior 

) literary fare but could not forsake Locke to emulate it. 

I did, however, read quite a lot of biography. Carried away 
Bye Gertrude Atherton's book, The Conqueror, I developed a great 
admiration for Alexander Hamilton. I enjoyed Ludwig's fine lives 
of Napoleon and Lincoln; Maurois' Ariel, Life of Shelley, and a 
late of Byron entitled The Glorious Apollo. 

The usually pleasant period between closing the book and un- 
consciousness was filled with dreams. I told myself romantic 
stories and fell asleep after adding another chapter to the con- 
tinued story of my self realization. 

Occasionally, when overtired, I experienced a mental pheno- 
menon which I called a "brain-screecher." Some shapeless black 


> and white mass swelled and dwindled before my throbbing mind's eye. 
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It was so vigorous that it almost seemed to have sound. This 
would not disperse, try as I would to think of other things, and 
turn my thoughts from it. One night in the throes of this nervous 
affliction, I sat up in bed and desperately began reciting aloud 
Browning's "How They Brought the Good News from Ghent to Aix." 

Suesprang to the stirrup, and Joris and he/I galloped, Dirk 
galloped, we galloped all three." This spirited piece worked like 
magic--the pulsing dissolved, and I do not remember getting any 
more such visitations. Dad said he had been, in his boyhood, 
familiar with some such annoying symptom of fatigue esate he 
called the "big washerwoman." 

Dad went me one better and had what were known to us all as 
"Cwinklers." When over-stimulated by company or nervously tired, 
he was besieged by migraine headaches which began with a twinkling 
before the inner eyes. Usually his wittiest and brightest spells 
were followed hard upon by a "twinkler." And Mother, chortling 
over some especially bon "bon mot" would say, 

"You're scintillating. Be careful! You're going to have a 


Peominkiler." 
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CHAPTER 6 
SPRING 

The advent of spring was always exciting at Swann Forest. 
Rich sights, sounds, and odors unfolded with the season. Out by 
Wavy Bill's Pool, the spring beauties were the first wildflower 
to usher in the loveliest season of the year. And crocuses that 
sprang up on our lawn,almost fully armed with bloom, were the 
first tame flower. Still earlier (in February) came the pussy 
willows, looking like small furry mittens. Or, in their catkins, 
like papooses on their mothers' backs. Or arrested drops of water. 
Or half-popped popcorn. 

Who can know of spring who has only smelled it in the city 
streets or seen it only in the narrow rebirth of park greenery, 
Sidewalk hedges, or suburban backyards? Who knows of spring who 
has not rolled in mew grass and smelled the vernal essence at 
its source in mayflower and moss; not heard it in the peeping 
hyla's cry and the high water of new-liberated brooks, their 
hibernation done; not taken it in with every gulp of fragrant air? 

One of my most poignant April memories is the hylas' sere- 
made from the marshes. Their chorus of shrill voices vocalized 
the warming nights and carried in it all the quivering expectancy 
of spring. 

Bill and I would go down to the moist pasture on the way to 
the neighbor Bretts, whence these voices piped, bearing empty jars. 
Stealing up cautiously on a tiny peeper we would capture him and 
put him in a ventilated jar with some wet moss from the meadow. 


When we each had one of these little tree toads, we carried them 
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d away, amazed that the calls came from such tiny throats. We kept 
them on the porch where they went right cn cheerily soliciting a mate. 

The next day we would take them back, and it was as much fun 
releasing them as it had been to catch Heme We could just imagine 
the tales of their travels the two would bear back to their astonished 
and admiring people. They would become peeping-hyla heroes, whose 
exploits would be told and retold. Mothers would point them out 
weer enitcdren with Teverenty tT lippers® as' Long’ as? they couddestill 
hop. And, when they died, their story would become a legend handed 
down from generation to generation until, perchance, some hyla 
Homer immortalized them in his Odyssey. 

In a wet ditch, also on the way to our farmer neighbors, Frances 

5) and George Brett, we annually found thick clumps of frog eggs, like 
well cooked tapioca. For several years we had to jar and bring home 
a few eggs. Watching the black spots turn into tadpoles and wriggle 
free of their jelly, we saw day by day their metamorphosis into 
little frogs. From being all head with big eyes and mouth and a 
long tail, their tiny legs appeared; the tail shortened and dwindled 
away,and the frog was all there in tiny form. 

In May came the voice of the whip-poor-will. What a thrilling 
sound it is, cracking the dusky silence with its whip-lash cry. Of 
all the voices of Nature, this is perhaps the most melancholy and 
haunting, bringing with it a deep poetic sense of sorrow and pain. 
All the loneliness and anguish of the human race seem captured in 
the whip-poor-will's wild call. 

9) And with its outbreak, at our house came another cry. The wail 


of a child--Gordon, terrified by the startling sound. Someone had to 
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Pusmein co soothe him and stay *untilyhe tell asleep. In vain 
did Mother reassure him of the whip-poor-will's harmlessness; in 
vain showed him pictures of its small size. 

"The whip-poor-will is no bigger than a robin," Mother ex- 
Dlained over and over. But it sounded much bigger to Dood, and 
Peercer, and so near it might be sitting on the bedpost. To 
Dood's always vivid and creative imagination, it personified fear. 

In May also came the woodcocks. They nested in the meadows 
around our house, and I remember Mother's delight in them. From 
the ground, they flew twittering into the sky--this was part of the 
male's mating call. Our eyes, looking sharp in the dusk, might just 
glimpse their shadowy forms settling to earth again, a stolid "beek!" 
from the grass reassuring us that we had indeed seen a woodcock go 
down. There is a world of spring bound up in the "beek" and 
twitter of the woodcocks--small, ungainly twilight poets. 

In June came the brief season of fireflies, or lightning bugs 
as they are also called. Hundreds of them winked about the lawn 
and nearby meadows. Like tiny errant stars, they formed a myriad 
fugitive constellations. It was a delight to sit on the porch in 
the scented night and watch them. Catching the little creatures out 
of the air, we could hold them gently on our open palms, their stern 
lights pulsing like channel buoys, then they would fly purposefully 
away. 

The process of making maple syrup in the spring was one of our 
important annual enterprises. The family archives trunk has an 
early snapshot of Bill and me gazing thirstily into a hanging sap 


bucket. 
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Every March, as soon as the thermometer climbed well above 
freezing during the day, we knew the sap would start to rise, 
nourishing the dormant buds into leaves. Armed with bit and bit- 
stock, metal spiles and several two-gallon buckets, we started 
operations with the two sugar maples on the lawn, and set out some 
mencee!) Dails. A grove of such maples then grew at the foot of our 
Back Meadow, our largest herd of "milk" trees. 

We were surprised to note the differing rates of speed at which 
Maples gave during the weeks of transfusion. They varied seemingly 
without reason, since two adjacent trees which appeared equally 
healthy and shared the same soil conditions, might give entirely 
unlike amounts. Some trees, generous one year, might deliver a 
measly drip the next. Jumbo, the huge maple near the foot of our 
Big Hill, filled two and three buckets overnight with unfailing 
regularity for years. Later, when this noble landmark was riven by 
lightning and old age and had to be cut down, we learned from count- 
Pages rings that it was: 158 years old--not bad for a sugar maple. 

Sapping was a family operation. Mother had charge of the big 
vats boiling on the stove. Bill and I each had trees which were 
Our special charges. We took as much pride in their capacity as 
though they were cows we had raised ourselves. 

After a rain we went around dumping out the diluted contents 
of buckets as too weak to be worthwhile. Those must have been 
thirsty days for Bill and I were forever sampling sap. (I can taste 
the cool, faintly sweet liquor now with memory's taste.) It was 
good stuff, and our stomachs at sapping time were frequently as 


round and hard as footballs. 
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We hauled the sap in a five-gallon red fire can on our little 
four-wheel cart or, when snow still clung in woods and meadow, on our 
small toboggan. Dad rigged up a harness for our dog Bob so that he 
could help pull, and he tugged with a will. It was a little awkward, 
though, and almost easier for us to operate alone, with our Airedale 
frisking freely beside us. 

In a wash boiler or vat, the sap spent days being boiled down 
into syrup. The ratio of twenty or more quarts of sap for one quart 
of syrup meant plenty of raw material was needed. The fire in the 
kitchen range had to be kept stoked, and clouds of vapor shrouded 
the process in mystery. To open a door into the kitchen and be 
instantly befogged with steam was to know that the sapping season 
was on. 

In later years we had to move our boilers outdoors to the 
fireplace on the lawn. The plaster in the kitchen ceiling over the 
stove suffered from its annual turkish bath. When it started 
crumbling into the cooking, it was time for that section of the 
ceiling to be replaced--and sapping operations were thereafter 
held outside. 

We jarred a good supply of syrup for the pancakes and waffles 
of the next twelve months. We always sent our two best quarts to 
Dad's boss in Boston, Mr. William Bazeley, the Commissioner of 
Forestry. (Every Christmas he sent us a wondrously large and 
many-splendored box from S. S. Pierce in Boston, containing all 
kinds of gastronomic delicacies.) We ended up each annual syrup- 
making activities with a sugaring-off, the final cup or so of syrup, 
inadequate for jarring, was poured over fresh snow and our molars 


stuck together with the resultant taffy. 
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» One spring Bill and I became seized with a butterfly mania, 
and we began collections. Perhaps it was the butterfly manual we 
were given by someone which touched it off. It became second only 
to our flower collections in feverishness and scope--while it lasted. 

We made ourselves long-handled nets and darted about the land- 
scape in wild pursuit. Over the fields we sped intent on an elu- 
Sive quarry. Sometimes stepping into an unsuspected woodcnuck 
hole, or stubbing our toe on a rock, we would measure our unhappy 
length on Mother Earth. But, muttering at the pain--and worse 
delay--we rose up and dashed on, our cheesecloth banners fluttering 
aloft and ready for the hopeful swoop. 

With, say, a black swallowtail safely in the folds of our net, 
we hurried up to our room. Here an application of a drop of camphor 

3) on the butterfly's head soon dispatched the poor victim. He shivered 
ana lay still, his wings slowly hinging open. Later we laid his 
lovely corpse away, the wings spread wide, in a homemade wooden tray 
lined with cotton. A pane of glass fitted over, pressing the butter- 
fly gently down, keeping destructive insects out, and making our 
trophy's beauty visible. 

We learned not to touch their delicate wings. These are 
covered with a fine powder that gives them their color and design. 
Only a stiff transparent membrane lies beneath. It was fascinating 
to study the frail creatures as they hovered on flowers. The long 
black tongue they carry coiled up like a watch spring unrolled as 
much as an inch, to find the blossom's deep-hidden sweet. 


Soon we each had quite a collection and never failed to show 
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them off whenever we could bring them into the conversation 
gracefully--and even when we could not. We mouthed Latin names 
and pored over the pages of our butterfly book, dreaming of yet 
rarer species. 

The fairy forms of the swallowtail family especially delighted 
us. We had captured the common tiger swallowtail, the less frequent 
and more exciting blue and black swallowtails, and we dreamed of 
Snaring the exotic zebra swallowtail, which was not to be found 
so far north. The thought of the luminescent butterflies of jungle 
swamps in South America filled us with awe. 

Bill even dabbled in moths. The story of the giant moth from 
the moon which came down to get Dr. Doolittle in Dr. Doolittle in 
the Moon, perhaps fanned this small ember for a while. Bill especi- 
ally wanted the Luna Moth which we saw in our manual in a glowing 
color plate. With a four-inch wingspread and lovely purple hues, 
it was an orchidaceous prowler of the night. 

This butterfly collecting could have been viewed with a jaundiced 
eye by our parents. Bill might be weeding in the garden when some 
long sought specimen (or what looked like it) winged by. Catching 
up his ever-ready net, away he tore after it, not to return perhaps 
for quite a while. Dad sometimes suspected malice aforethought. 
Similarly, I might be wiping the dishes when a butterfly of uncertain 
kind twinkled over the garden. Casting dish and towel aside, I would 
grab my net and run in pursuit, too often finding it impossible to 
return before the dishes were finished. Although she, too, suspected 


some of my disappearances and said so, Mother generously did the 
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dishwiping that should have been left for me. Mother often became 
disgusted with me, though, for leaving glasses or plates wrapped up 
in the dishtowel; when she picked it up there lurked a potential 
racality. 

Our butterfly collections lasted a couple of years. An acci- 
dent ended mine. Mother was putting up new curtains in my room. 
Being only five feet two, she climbed up on a chair to hang them. 
Losing her balance at a critical moment, she sat down on my table. 
My butterflies were between her and the table. Light as she was, 
she shattered the glass, fractured the tray, and put my collection 
to rout and disorder. At her earnest apology, my airy disregard for 
the treasures was genuine. The interest was already dead. 

But it did have an interesting side effect for me. My virgin 
poetical effort, written at age 9, was about Monarch butterflies. 

I took a wild chance and sent it in to John Martin's Magazine, a 
child's publication that I loved--a subscription to it in my own 
name brought it to the mailbox monthly. 

To my amazement the poem was accepted and published. On the 
occasion of its appearance, I was transported with pride, never 
tiring of gazing at my name--my name--in print beneath the wondrous 
outpouring of my brain. 

I saw the career of a great poet opening before me. I was 
already, I thought, a little lower than the angels--my choir of 
rich-throated angels: Shelley, Milton, Keats, Shakespeare! Alas, 
my first poem to win a publisher's approval was also almost my 
Past eeu eco. tO choc irstorciunpi. the. literary, world was. my 
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GHAPILER. 7 


GOD AND GARDENS 


Religion was not stressed in our family. One day it was dis- 
covered that I did not know the Lord's Prayer. I was seven, and 
I had only vaguely heard of it. My parents were horrified. And 
Peecuuired it by heart practically over-night. 

Although the bulk of Dad's family were Episcopalian, and 
Grandpa was a trustee of the All Souls Unitarian Church in Brooklyn, 
we did not go to church, or even Sunday School, unless visiting 
Mother's parents in Brooklyn. Neither of our parents took much 
stock in orthodoxy. Dad, although religious with the profound and 
Simple reverence of the nature lover, defined creed as "God ina 
Straight jacket." Mother, if she had had the time, would have 
enjoyed going to church occasionally, chiefly for the pleasure of 
Singing hymns. She had a sweet though untrained voice and laughing- 
ly contended she had always wanted to be a soubrette "and wink at 
the bald-headed row." 

So our parents never had any of us baptised, feeling that we 
would thus be free to be baptised into any faith our own mature 
judgment might lead us to choose--or not at all. 

Bill occasionally went to meetings in Monterey of the 
Christian Endeavor Society Sunday evenings. I may even have gone 
to one meeting, too, for the sake of the games, but just what was 
endeavored was not clear. 

Each of us, on attaining the age of ten, attended a special 
annual Sunday service, at Dr. Abercrombie's invitation and 


received a black, imitation leather Bible with our name on the 
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cover in gold letters. On my copy my first name was misspelled 
("Evelyn" the usual way) which somehow jaundiced my outlook on 
the Bible. Even now that I occasionally read the Bible, it is 
usually out of a black imitation leather-bound copy with the name 
"Sheiton Stafford" in gold letters on the cover. 

My idea of the orthodox God--a kindly man with a long beard-- 
was influenced by parental suggestion that man had made God in his 
image rather than vice-versa. I remember being impressed by Dad's 
remark that if a cow had any conception of God, she would see Him 
as a glorified cow--or bull. In trying to refute this to myself, 
purely for the sake of argument (as Mother often said, Bill and I 
both would argue the head off a brass monkey!) I could only say, 

Pouce cnat's juse it; a’cow has ‘no concepGion ‘of God4” 

Biel saw 2 cOuULG nol bevatiall sure, of this: 

With the spontaneous reverence of most children, Bill and I 
early fixed upon our own objects of worship, however unorthodox. 
When I was perhaps six and Bill "three years older," we did some 
exploring together up the Brochu Lot Road which branched off to 
the left as we went up the Lodge road. This was a pleasant wood- 
land track; dappled with sunlight and shadow, lighted in their 
seasons, by the diffident little faces of Star Flowers and Violets, 
the feathery stalks of Canada Mayflower and Foam Flower, and the 
yellow spikes of Clintonia Borealis; perfumed by the cool, musty 
odor of decaying leaves and the scent of sun-burnished needles; 
and set to the music of song sparrow and wood thrush, sometimes 
accompanied by the shrill insistent boast of the oven bird, 


"Teacher! Teacher! Teacher!" 
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Perhaps a half mile or so up this lovely walk, we came to a 
right-hand meadow. An old cellar hole lay near the road, half 
camouflaged in grass. Far up behind on a sunny slope grew a 
venerable old pine of gracious shape and mien. It stood alone, 
keeping watch, it seemed, over the hillside and the long vacated 
haunts of man. It was so large that when we embraced its sturdy 
trunk, not even Bill could begin to encompass its rough girth. For 
some reason this tree gripped our imaginations. 

We made special visits to it that summer, sat under its rest- 
ful shade and ate our lunch. Or lay on our backs, hands clasped 
behind our heads, looking up at its intricate pattern of limbs against 
the blue of heaven; or watched the patches of cloud beyond its 
branches' spread that sketched ever changing forms and faces. We 
talked to the old tree, vowed our allegiance and love, and finally 
tiptoed reverently away, with many a backward look of friendship 
and sadness because we had to leave it there. How could it help but 
be lonely, so solitary in its far meadow? Back at the house we 
thought about our pine and took comfort in the umbilical cord of 
sympathy that bound us to the tree. I can feel myself leaning my 
forehead against the living roomwindow and looking out on a cold 
fall afternoon, my thoughts on our distant tree-friend, sad at the 
prospect of its lonesome winter guard. 

All through our early years we paid frequent visits to the 
pine woods above the Back Meadow. “The Wonder Forest" we called 
it, and it was a holy and enchanted place to us; the haunt of 
lovely purple and white Snowy Orchises, and large colonies of the 


One-Flowered Pyrolas. We especially loved these last with their 
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dear little single eyes, swaying on slender stalks. Here, too, 
Rattle-Snake Plantain grew, and Pink Ladyslippers. And in 

August Indian Pipe, that exotic parasite that springs rootless 
from decaying wood and peoples the forest floor with clammy white 
stems. This was the perfect scene for Dad's poem, "The Brownies' 
Dance: " 


A band of little brownies 
Flitted through a wooad; 

Each was dressed in purple vest 
And pointed purple hood. 


Like a drift of harebells, 

Bobbing in the breeze 

Wieninop.and jumpy otter rock,andi.stump, 
They .sped among the trees. 


Now pattering with laughter 
ingea.shining brook, 

Now dimly seen in a ravine, 
Or in an emerald nook; 


Now winding up a hillside, 

Now across a glade, 

All through the day, with banter gay, 
Hurried the wee brigade: 


And after a long journey 

As the evening fell, 

The little band came to a stand 
Within a twilit dell: 


It was the spot appointed 

For the brownies' dance, 

Out of the sight, 'neath cloak of night 
Of any mortal's glance; 


And soon were many brownies 
Gathered in the place; 

They drank of dew from purple rue, 
And rested for a space; 


Then in the dusty starlight 
Scattered all the throng - 
And through the trees like whispered breeze 
Rose up the brownies' song; 
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Pusu ied ihe dell’ with music, 
Ringing wild and sweet, 

While on the ground was heard the sound 
Pree ov Canc rng. Feet: ss .\. 

And so the dance continued 

All through the starry hours 
Until the day began to stray 

Out from her eastern towers; 

Then from the little brownies 
Came the cry, "Farewell!" 

And at the word no more was heard 
Their voice within the dell. 

A warm feeling of kinship with God permeated my young years. 

I think it must be so for many children who can see a myriad mani- 
festations of Him in a lovely and lavish Nature. It is a pantheism 
that sees all Nature's great forces as the handmaidens of His will. 
Surely only the very earth-bound or imperceptive can fail to be 
moved. Lo, the poor child whose unseeing mind misses God in trees, 
nor hears Him in the wind. 

God, as a great all-pervasive spirit and higher octave Father, 
was very near to me. I talked to Him often, adoring, and sometimes 
prayed for the fulfillment of a cherished desire, or the prevention 
of some unwanted event. I tried to keep my requests within the 
scope of reasonable expectation--not wishing the Lord to work any 
miracles or special favors for me. And God never seemed to let me 
down. No wonder I had the rich feeling that He and I understood 
each other, and that He held me in particular regard. His shelter- 
ing presence seemed real and close. Unfortunately--perhaps inevi- 


tably--later when I ate of the tree of knowledge, this simple 


childish trust relinquished its warm clasp about my heart. My 


" ee les 


ghawn? otant F 


calnnare el Iea lt eet wigs 


Pep igen es 
bissr 2a Sten of. 
lee St meee ‘in ick eft 


22637 BAuoY VR liar ETA Phe ea awiailia 6 pciitew? wre a 
«fron bateve ¢. gad gs asin Osthi ire vem x07 oe af tun ne 
naleronsa = ai 2 seaushy Aalvet bre tae p atti Yo etels 
(hie 2th Dp Gogh igennen sAs ore 2aS Toy teeny c'@iudet its ene § 


30 of. ifn? mad svigdgeazsaqnl 10 adved-9tiwe. V to" gw7 ‘gino 4 nal 
AA 
Fake 


a” 


,e9e7s ol OD feelin ‘oriim Te miorss nites 7005 979 .g1 ob 
‘whis nay nt al} aren 

ertton -eundan! taper fie Siotqa te herviegaiis Wisrp.e es ,Gad, 
znat came hag ago Ridbe bed? o ideal monde 3 »om as leon eno a 
Ak IMAy esto Mit an ($2 coh bergesacs a te, Sepat iio iv’ Tab “oY t 4 . 
arty out 32 apie? se Pi cacti Sceve vo sJeeune vm 
the sd rOW on eae Mite cose align reror ba 
rere: mi - perme i ae dann ae ‘+ oh - om aa 


Hae grs bs | : me ens . i. : TD ott om - 
a) _ en : ‘ats, eG ' y eee 
4tawks y ] a » oY a o's _ ; 


Womiena 


: > o@ ’ 


; : ; a 
a i : rn 


jee) 
CO 


Brayers, lacking this utter faith, lacked also its response. 
The fault is in me, for I have grown away from the simple inno- 
cence that made it possible, even as life took me away from the 
Nature that upheld my belief. It is a loss. 

Becassolvaily as’ lvlay inwbed’ at’ night I was beset, with that 
age-old world sadness that the Germans call Weldschmerz. Coming 
without apparent cause to the very young, it is perhaps some in- 
herited vestigial awareness of the piled up sorrows of the race. 
And a protest against mortality. Yet there was a certain obverse 
pleasure in my grief, for God was not far away and He understood. 

Mother and Dad had lost their first-born, a son, Arnold, who 
had been eighteen months older than Bill, and died at age two and 
four months. He had been an especially beautiful child; it was 
he who inspired Dad to write "The Brownies' Dance." I passed through 
a period when I missed Arnold very much. Conjuring up from his 
little photographs the image of this other brother whom I would 
never know, for several nights in succession I cried myself to sleep, 
heart-heavy with loss. 

I suspect Bill went through similar experiences of his own, 
and Dood later had a period of religious feeling, even joining the 
Episcopal church while he was at South Kent school, with the head- 
master as his godfather. And Shelt with his deep feeling for, and 
response to, the wild beauties of the country, is imbued with the 
same natural reverence that the rest of us have known, even if he 


is hardly aware of it. 
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It was perhaps our love of plants that furthered this pan- 
theism. Our gardening activities began very young and were 
almost as numberless as the gay motes that people the sunbeams. 
In the beginning was the vegetable garden, out behind the house. 
I remember when it was first plowed, probably in 1921. On this 
occasion Bill and I were, as usual, hopping about right in the 
way. We were electrified when a pair of false teeth turned up. 
Regarding them with fascination, we followed the plowman eagerly 
to see the skeleton that surely went with them. But we were dis- 
appointed. 

Apparently we were set to weeding as soon as the first weeds 
arose--the first in an infinite succession of weeds plucked by 
our not entirely enthusiastic hands. There is in the archives 
trunk a snapshot of this earliest vegetable garden, with Bill and 
me to be seen between the rows, under big straw hats--presumably 
weeding. Bill is seen to be standing up and seems to be doing 
something, but it takes a magnifying glass to discern me, not much 
larger than a cabbage, sitting. It speaks volumes for parental 
faith, entrusting incipient vegetables to our infant judgment. I 
recall the abandon with which Shelt and Dood, while very small 
would yank out every shoot to be seen when they "helped" with our 
weeding. 

And of course I was sitting! It wasn't for nothing that at 
this time of life, I bore the illuminating epithet, "Sit-a-Wee." 

The vegetable garden was always our particular charge. Bill 


and I spaded up the rows, forked in manure and bone meal, planted 
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the string beans, peas, corn, carrots, onion sets, beets, tomatoes, 
summer squashes, cucumbers and lettuce. Mother and I, both being 
lima-bean mad, essayed occasional rows of these good things but 
without great success. Almost daily throughout the summer, to 
borrow from Thoreau, the vegetables saw us come to their rescue, 
armed with hoes, to thin the ranks of their enemies. 

As Henry David so delightfully comments in Walden in the 
chapter on his beanfield, weeds are loath to die. They must be 
yanked out root and branch, and their roots turned up to the sun 
for a quick death or, when you're not looking, they will reroot 
themselves. We tweaked out pepper- and quack-grass, dandelions, 
Digweed, sourgrass, clover and, most of all, our arch enemy, purs- 
Pemew sihis rubbery earth-clinging stuff has nine lives and refuses 
to give up the final ghost without a valiant struggle. Long after 
it has been left shrivelled in the sun as dead, it gets itself a 
new hold. 

Dad early evolved a slogan for our anti-weed campaigns, to spur 
us on to greater efforts. 

"No weed shall seed!" And this ideal we strove to live up to. 

We had not been at Swann Forest very long before Mr. Rufus 
Brett was hired to put in an asparagus patch, and later still there 
were two strawberry beds added. By hanging tin covers on strings 
so that they flashed and twinkled, we managed to keep berry-loving 
birds at a distance. With our numerous deer neighbors, it was 
more difficult. They seemed to sense their security in the game 


preserve and came joyously down to sample our young vegetables. 
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Finally, by means of white cloths tied to regular stakes, they 
were effectively repelled. When they also ate the buds off the 
little trees in the Back Meadow plantation, rags soaked in sheep 
dip, an aromatically unpleasant substance, were staked out and 
managed to discourage them. Until the Norway Spruce, which served 
as our windbreak behind the vegetable garden, grew so high that 
they obscured our view of the Back Meadow, we delighted in watch- 
ing the deer dining on grass in this large, lush meadow. 

Rhubarb grew just outside the vegetable garden in an abundance 
of elephant ears. Raspberries abounded and thrived in fat thimbles 
on our dump behind the little woodshed. We had an orchard just 
behind the house where two sickle pear trees were annually loaded 
with more than we could eat, and two tart cherry trees gave fruit 
which Mother converted into ambrosial pies. 

Not content with our communistic labors on the family garden, 
Bill and I each had to have a small patch we could call our own. 
Here we went in strong for our favorite vegetables. Bill was 
always well supplied with radishes, but whether this was due to 
his love of their spicy little forms or the speed and infallibi- 
lity of their growing was never clear. Strawberries he did love 
and he felt that the two family beds were inadequate. He must 
have one of his own. 

‘ Procuring an old wooden crate of large dimensions, he pro- 
ceeded to prepare soil so marvellous it was the consistency of 
cake flour, and rich with a dozen different vitamins from sifted 


manure. It was black and smelled earthy and good. Feeling he 
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already had enough weeding worries, this strawberry patch was to 
be weed-proof. Every three inches on all four sides of the crate, 
he bored one-inch holes, and the top itself was covered with tar 
paper, also punctured at three-inchn intervals. 

Meanwhile he had sent away for berry plants, paying for them 
with his own money. In one of our many plant catalogs, almost 
falling out of the page, so lush they looked, were a brand of 
Strawberry known as Big Joe. Together with Bill, I had hung over 
this magnificent illustration, and in a rash of strawberry fervor 
the order for Big Joes had been duly dispatched. 

The box was set up in the old Sheep Barn foundation, and 
finally the plants arrived. Each unsuspecting little strawberry 
plant was tucked away into its private niche. When the last one 
was installed, Bill stepped back to look at his handiwork, and he 
Saw that it was good. The big cube bristled with plantlife. 
Watering down the whole thing as the final act, he sauntered back 
Puecie nNouse, Ssecing already in his mind's eye the rich, full fruit. 
He pictured himself as having to cart the berries away in a wheel- 
barrow, and he decided then and there that he had better plan to 
sell the surplus to the neighbors. 

Bill Manley, Dad's cousin and childhood playmate, put in one 
of his delightful visits soon after, and was led up to behold Bill's 
eighth wonder of the world. He was enchanted. 

"Thaw, ne ceclared,. "1S, 4a/triumph of insane horticulture." 

But alas, the Herculean labor involved in preparation had 
exhausted Bill's interest. And, if the crate was weedless, it 


was also waterless and thus, indeed, soon became plantless. One 
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by one the gentle strawberry plants, always mildly astonished at 
their environment, gave up the struggle and died. Near the end, 
Dad salvaged a few remnants and set them out among their humbler 
fellows in the family beds. And that was the end of that particu- 
bear Orand of “insane horticulture." 

In our first gardening years, Bill and I had not given up 
yielding to the desire to dig up newly planted seeds to see if 
they had germinated. Every morning when we went the rounds of the 
gardens, we would investigate the progress of recent interments, 
where sprouts had not yet appeared. We always felt vaguely aston- 
ished when seeds which we had planted actually came up. It took 
a while to become used to the miracle of drab little seeds, some 
as small as dust, translating themselves into purposeful little 
shoots and going briskly about the business of fulfilling them- 
selves. So we spent an endless amount of time up and down the 
Garden paths to keep track of the slightest development. There 
were strict orders against tramping about in the family garden for 
other than official business, but we could trot uninhibitedly 
between our own rows, pressing the paths down ever harder, and 
making the plant rows narrower. 

My first corn, like Bill's strawberries, became a family joke. 
I loved corn and devoted two whole rows of my scanty plot to its 
culture. These two rows received constant attention--or at least 
hopeful looking, for a hoe was seldom used. Alert for progress 
among my darlings, I was pattering down the paths all the time, 
beating them into a stern, unyielding cement. My poor Golden 


Bantam tried, Heaven knows, but I was expecting the impossible. 
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Hemmed in by castiron soil through which few roots could pierce, 
the plants struggled upward some ten inches or a foot, just managed 
to bloom and bring forth a few wizened little ears--no bigger than 


peapods. Bantam, indeed! 
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CHAPTER 8 


MORE GARDENS 


The vegetable garden was only the first. The house was soon 
completely fronted by a succession of voluptuous flower beds. These 
contained the orthodox or garden variety of flowers. Here bloomed 
Delphiniums, Oriental and California Poppies, Iris Pallida (a fragrant 
purple Iris), Peonies, Columbine and Phlox, the whole bordered with 
a white row of Sweet Alyssum. 

Beauty Bushes that became, in June, banks of pink and green 
loveliness and the murmurous haunt of bees, were set out in strategic 
spots by house, woodsheds and barns, softening the harsh contours. 
Occasional Scotch Pine also helped camouflage less attractive places 
and Virginia Creeper in shady profusion made the dining room porch a 
cool, woodsy bower all summer long. 

On the west side of the house was a Colorado garden, with soil 
conditions proper for the Columbine and other western natives which 
Mother and Dad had known during their Boulder days. Near our lovely 
Lilac bush in back was a moraine garden. This was a cement tank with 
compartments constantly fed by an underground pipe to duplicate con- 
ditions at the foot of a glacier. We laid the pipe from the back 
faucet ourselves and mixed the cement. In this select location 
grew Primula Farinosa, Vernal Gentians and many rare, high alpine 
plants. 

Behind the house also was another large alpine garden, soil 
and rock conditions carefully reproducing in miniature the mountain 


heights. Here flourished and bloomed such treasures as Glacier Pinks, 
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two kinds of Androsaces, Edelweiss, and the tiny sky-blue Eretriclium 
of which probably not a dozen other plants existed in the country. 
Once some Edelweiss seed was accidentally blown over the vegetable 
garden, and there was considerable excitement some weeks later when 
any stray plants became big enough to recognize. We were shown a 
Sample, and a reward was held out for any Edelweiss brought to light. 
Bill and I scoured the rows of humble vegetables for this exotic 
foreigner, hopefully offering any number of disreputable weeds whose 
leaves bore a resemblance to the mountain gem. 

There was also an Arizona desert garden, inspired by the Tucson 
days, prickling with Yucca and many kinds of Cacti, which were a 
peril to a weeder's hand. To the right and left of the kitchen 
door in the shade of the back of the house were mats of Linnea 
Borealis, Twin-F lower, named for the great botanist Linnaeus who 
discovered them. These had come directly from Dad's grandmother's 
house, Willow Farm,in New Hampshire. On the east side of the house 
among the Scotch Pine there was another rock garden, containing 
only slightly less choice rock plants, and even I had one at the 
foot of a big boulder under a pear tree, where I planted the alpine 
choiceties that Dad could spare. Just below the pear tree was a 
large wash tub converted into a bog garden, where Waterlilies and, 
later, the choice orchid Arethusa bloomed, as well as common but 
fascinating carnivorous little Sun-Dews and Pitcher-Plants. 

For years during the gardening months, our daily first official 
act was an early inspection of all the gardens. Often before 
breakfast. It was a delightful ritual, even in poor weather, for 


we saw no terrors in tender spring rains nor summer thunder storms. 
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At first just three of us, we were joined in time by Dood and Shelt 
as they grew to gardening age--a tender one in our family. 

Pattering down from our rooms and out back in bare feet, we 
would find Dad already up, probably kneeling priest-like, as Mother 
said, before his cutting frame or a seed bed. if canny unusual?’ or 
especially fair flower had unfolded in the daw. Mother was called 
Ouse to see it. 

We made paths with our bare feet in the chilly dew; sunny 
mornings the grass winked and twinkled in the early sun. We strolled 
the complete rounds, exclaiming over the appearance of every shoot, 
new growth, new bud and flower. At the height of our gardening acti- 
vities we had flower beds as far afield as the Sheep Barn foundation, 
and behind the Cowbarn where more vegetables grew together with fer- 
tile patches of canteloupes. When this pleasant circuit was made we 
streamed back into the house with vigorous appetites. 

House leeks ("hen-and-chickens") grew on the roof of our little 
woodshed even as they do on some old housetops in Europe. Our lawn 
was held back by a stonewall from falling into the road, and just 
mere, the wall was aistrip of garden full of Pinks (Dianthus) of 
all kinds, and more hen-and-chickens. Here grew a Fourth-of-July 
Pink which intrigued us. It was supposed to bloom on Independence 
Day. We kept track of it and one year at least the little plant 
made good. Here, too, in early June a creeping variety of Phlox 
Subulata flowered in sheets of tiny white and pink blooms, looking 
like frosting on a birthday cake--and at least as good to eat. 

A small stream called the Farm Brook ran to the left of our 


house. Near the house we had created a shallow pool in it, named 
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Maes id i vse PoOl ron "Wavy Bill the one big trout! who iwivedethere. 
He always shot upstream at our approach, shattering the serenity 
of the pool into a long wave that followed him, wrinkled, and shook 
tne reflected sky. Half a dozen skaters, little long-legged insects 
that walk on the water, rode out these storms, bobbing like dinghies 
after a power-boat goes by. One of our prize gardens was by this 
DOOD . 

Here dwelt in blushing retirement our cherished Cypripedium 
Spectabile, the Showy Ladyslipper--showy in her beauty only, for 
Seem smas ony and Sacrosanct as a nun, and less accessible. The 
queen of the swamp! Had the name not already been taken by Canadian 
woodsmen to describe the hermit thrush, one could indeed call this 
lovely flower "Swamp angel." Ladyslippers are members of the orchid 
family. 

Dad and Bill looked a long time before they found this choice 
Seer lLusive orchid. They visited many tamarack swamps in their 
search, tramping im nip. DoOOTtTS Cnroughnahigchn prushs and mosquivo~infested 
bogs, every step a quaking uncertainty. The two of them went forth 
many baimes, armed with trowels, pails, burlap bags, fly dope, and 
a burning desire. LAWoSwonene TOO yYoOunestLOsshane in such excursions. 
Dad knew just the sort of wooded marsh to seek in, but time and 
again they returned, bheir Dalls empty, sor, at most, bearing lesser 
trophies. The season in which they could search was brief--only 
three or four weeks in June and early July before the sought-after 
flowers were gone. Without the flowers one might — right by 
and miss the unassuming leaves. 


Then one day they returned in triumph. I can remember Bill's 
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whoop of joy as he got out of the car, and the deliberate way Dad 
merewea the pail out of the back. There was a clump of nodding 
heads, mottled pink and white, like strawberries and cream, swaying 
gently on slender stems. Bill and I had pored over the colored 
photograph in our flower manual, and were familiar with two sister 
species--the yellow adyslipper (Parviflorum and Grandifolia) and 
my (and later Shelt's) beloved moccasin flower, the pink Accaulis. 
But here was the rarer and long-sought Showy, radiant in maiden- 
blush red. 

We leapt around Dad as he bore them up the lawn, and Mother 
Rear orOouL at Our glad cries. A few moments later it was revealed 
that this flower hunt had been successful beyond their wildest hopes 
as they displayed other treasures. Flushed from the discovery of 
the Showies, they had floundered out to the shore of an unsuspected 
fenmew were Bill had suddenly caught sight of a tiny red hooded 
flower half-hidden in the deep grass. Dad hastened up at his shout 
and announced with delight that here was Arethusa. Bill must have 
received this news with proper awe for it is, if anything, even more 
rare and exciting a find than the Ladyslippers. When they found also 
Dnme two lesser Grass Pinks, their cups had run over. 

We have been to that swamp many times since then--it is a 
tough tramp, shoulder high in brush and brambles, with soggy, 
treacherous footing much of the way. But it was a moving experience 
to find each year the fairy queens dozing in their quiet swamp, 
lighting up the woods with their simple grace. AY sO et mst be 
further to the shore of the pond, stepping from tussock to quaking 


tussock, and find those hooded ruby jewels among the high grass was 
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:) a great joy. Our flower hunts were’ many, often thrilling with dis- 
covery, but none ever was quite as momentous as the showy ladyslipper 
and arethusa find. 

Right under Mother's and Dad's room window and the larch, we 
had our first wildflower gardens; Dad had his by the kitchen porch 
under the Honeysuckle bush. A trowel became our badge of enterprise 
and soiled hands an occupational disease. A chunky wildflower manual 
Decame our bible, and hence soon became warped, battered, spotty, and 
torn. 

First, Dad showed us how to prepare the garden to receive our 
wild guests, so that they would not fold their tents like the Arabs 
and silently steal away. Liberal applications of sifted leaf mold 
and peat, pulled up from the roots of mountain laurel, turned the 

2) common loam to rich wood soil. 

Starting out on the humbler flowers, we learned to dig up each 
meet anos Fev. a ball ofhdirt®’ aroundsits\Vroots) (thus) disturbingwit 
ae Little as) possible. A skillful gardener, we were told, hardly 
made his plant aware of its removal. And we found, especially 
werent LOWwers difficult to’transplant, thatthe price of carelessness 
was a departed treasure. 

Armed with trowels, pails and/or burlap bags, with perhaps 
the little shovel if we were out after big game, we scoured first 
our own immediate woods and then went farther afield. From the 
catholic taste of beginners (almost any old plant looked good at 
Pareto r epee hadvart lower) of sorts) which had) us! filling: our 
precious space with common things, we began to show discrimination. 

» Hepaticas, Foam Flowers, Clintonia, Violets were lovely but ordinary 


in the scale of things, and to be found growing right around the house. 
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So we began to go after scarcer kinds and those that were 
more difficult to grow--the Heath family: Shin-Leaf, Princess Pine 
and Bearberry claimed our attention--and then the orchis family. 
This genus finally became our specialty--and we were travelling 
Mmererie ttigh social circles of the plant world? Of this large 
family we brought home in time: Ladies' Tresses; Rattlesnake 
Plantain (three kinds); Hooker's Orchis; Yellow, Showy and Pink 
Ladyslipperssy this last the well known Moccasin Flower, as well 
as some others I cannot now recall. We were electrified one day 
when Dood discovered a snow-white Showy Qrchis among the purple 
and white colony in the Wonder Forest. A pure albino! We dug it 
up reverently, and Dad planted it in his garden, tending it well. 
But it seemed to have the frailty of some albinos and did not 
live long in Sa peiviey: 

After this, I dreamed of finding a pure white Moccasin Flower. 
Once when we were assigned a short story for English homework, I 
wrote of a little boy who had this same dream--and fulfilled it. 
Above all other wildflowers, this forest queen appealed, with its 
fairy little moccasin head atop the delicate stem, rising from 
its single pair of flat, earth-hugging leaves. They share my love 
of conifers and can often be found growing at the foot of some 
cloud-compelling pine, like small priests befere their deity. 
Savage indignation raged in me to find that some people picked 
the blossoms, even wantonly pulling up the plants and leaving 
them to die. The flowers when picked fade very soon--why couldn't 
people leave them in peace to carry out their simple cycle and 


bear their seed? 
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Despite their love of pines, and dark pungent woods, the 
biggest colony of Pink Ladyslippers we ever found was high up on 
a hillside among cliffs and Azalea, where only a few stunted pines 
endured. The middle of June renders the place alight and almost 
alive with them. Yet, so unobtrusive are they, we have scarcely 
Known we were among them until our eyes fell upon one and became 
measured to their quiet charms, their shy blossoms ranging all the 
way from palest pink, ribbed with red veins, to a soul-satisfying 
cherry red. Though never the pure white gem I longed to see, we 
counted 135 blossoms. No wonder they were named Ladyslippers! 
What fairy would not love to don footwear like this? Cinderella's 
Slippers were plebeian beside these buskins of living loveliness. 
Even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these! 

All kinds of wildflowers grew near the house or at least 
within easy range. Adorable little fringed Polygalae grew in a 
meadow near Corashire school. In this pasture also dwelt a bull 
of inhospitable mien. Bill recorded fleeing him once, but we 
took our lives in our hands occasionally to bring home a supply 
of the delicate little purple blossoms, or just visit them in season. 

The choice and beautiful Fringed Gentian grew for a while at 
the bottom of the Creamery Hill meadow until rising growth made 
the spot too shady. This biennial is almost untransplantable, 
having special root fungi on which it depends, but they were handy 
for us to call upon each year. 

As a pastime Dad conducted some interesting experiments with 
Flowers and little trees. At one time he procured some Ginkgo 
seeds and we actually had several little seedlings for awhile. 


This species is extinct as a wild tree, but is preserved in culti- 
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vation in China. However, they seemed unhappy so far out of their 
hemisphere--and century--and faded away. 

Admiring the Japanese type of miniature landscapes in small 
containers, with picturesque stunted trees, fragments of lakes and 
little streams of silver sand, Dad set about a similar enterprise 
with lovely and fascinating results. He took the common Houstonia 
(Bluette), ordinarily pale blue, starting with a pair both of very 
white and uncommonly blue specimens. By a strict estrangement that 
forbade intermarriage, he bred the two distinct colors to a high 
degree of perfection. Ina like manner he achieved an especially 
pink and fragrant Mayflower colony. 

Similar Burbankian breeding built up a tribe of fragrant 
Hepaticas, a plant that seldom has a smell. The discovery of a 
detectable odor in one specimen was all that was needed to start 
ine 0 iif. 

Dad did quite a bit of indoor gardening, too, especially in 
the winter, keeping an array of pots and bowls in the window 
niche in the dining room. He could have done wonders with a green- 
house, and Bill and I often told each other that, with the wealth 
sure to come with our maturity, our first official acts would be 
to build Dad a greenhouse--and get Mother a maid! 

One winter Dad had a single Heavenly Blue Morning Glory plant 
in a six-inch pot, and it delivered an astonishing number of little 
megaphones. The flowers were large, some two inches across. Dad 
kept careful track and found the plant produced 165 blooms. Much 


intrigued, he wrote it up as an interesting little item and it ap- 


peared in Horticulture Magazine. 
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FOr a period of wild enthusiasm, Bill and I caught from Dad 
a disease which can only be known as bowl-gardenitis. Here again 
the idea was microscopic reproductions of a field or forest scene. 
We went daffy over the enterprise, and came home from walks loaded 
down with fascinating mosses, little ferns and even tree seedlings. 
to furnish the various-sized goldfish bowls we had purchased, some 
the size of cantaloupes and others as large as pumpkins. 

Getting the ingredients was exciting--we pounced on colonies 
See regagies,” a kind of moss with red tops, and "cuppies," moss in 
the shape of tiny chalices that seemed fit for brownies to drink 
their nectar from. Partridge berry plants with berries intact was 
good. A piece of bark, with fungus adhering, was a find, as was 
a twig with mildew, tiny toadstools or other exotic growth. Wood- 
soil, sand, pebbles for the bottom, perhaps a bit of glass for a 
pond, tweezers to work with, and we were all set. 

We spent hours sitting before our bowls, toiling with infinite 
pains as the little landscapes took shape. How rich and woodsy the 
bowls smelled when we stuck our noses in every morning--in fact, 
several times a day. But we were forever seeking to improve our 
handiwork. Most of the fun was making them. Hardly would our 
scenic components begin to feel at home and ready to think of 
growing when we tweaked them all out and rebuilt, supposedly along 
better lines. This fad, like most we had, broke out like a rash 
every so often, and we would be feverishly at it: for a while at 
which times even calls to Mother's good meals elicited hardly more 


than a grunt. 
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This seems very little to say about an activity that dominated 
SO many of our childhood years. It would take too long to enumer- 
ate all the flowers we came to know, and brought home in triumph, 
or sought in vain. The walks unnumbered that went out like spokes 
in all directions from our house! Not only did we cover most of 
Swann Forest, but on trips to Mount Everett and Mount Greylock 
we were ever on the alert for new and as yet unattained species. 
Even now when I drive on country roads, my eye scans the roadside 
banks for the elusive flowers. 

Bish-Bash Falls, just over the State line in New York, which 
Dad had charge of for a while in the early years, yielded delicate 
blue Harebells. Some of these yet hang their dainty cups between 
the stones of the Lodge dam, cooled by the spray that falls by 
steps to the Lower Pool. Beartown Forest, which remained under 
Dad's care until the advent of the CCC (Civilian Conservation Corps) in 1933 
Was mot neglected. In Egremont at -the Cobble, we found our excit- 
Meo walking Fern. Thelr long pointed fronds bend their tips down 
to the ground and root themselves--thus the plant "walks." 

In Sheffield was a kiln where we procured the lime so neces- 
Sery to the diet of sweet soil plants. In this, Bill and I were 
thrilled to find bits of bone which we dignified by the name of 
"Fossils." We cherished them, deciding they were probably of 
dinosauric origin, and buried them with great ceremony by moon- 
light, beside the woodshed. Then we made up a map, with all the 
intricate anstructions for locating the treasure that are found 
in Edgar Allan Poe's The Goldbug. At the end of so many weeks, 


or months, we were supposed to dig up these remains, but I am 
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afraid both interest and map had been long mislaid before the 
fateful moment came. No doubt our fossils molder still beside 
the woodshed under the jewel weed. 

Our canteloupe beds behind the Cowbarn were a big success 
for several years. We enjoyed their delicious fruit every morn- 
ing for several weeks in season. We started the delicate plants 
in the house to give them the jump on the short season. While 
Dad had no faith, we never gave up hope of being able to bring 
watermelons to maturity. Despite failures year after year, we 
dreamed of having this beloved fruit on our own vines. And one 
year, by early September, we had several good-sized melons up in 
the old Sheepbarn foundation and thought, 

Savus wavlme weil lowdo «dot fo" 

Mother's cousin Tommy Arnold and wife Harriet stopped in for 
a visit about this time, and we escorted them up to see our water- 
melons. For several days we had looked at one especially large 
fellow with lustful eye, finding it hard to restrain ourselves 
from plucking and slicing, if only to see how ripe he was. 

Now we had an occasion that seemed worthy of our green giant. 
How we enjoyed passing our hands over his large, smooth exterior, 
seeing succulent red flesh within! Now Bill and I looked at each 
other--at Tommy--at our pride and joy. Should we? Ought we? 
Dare we? All at once we decided Yes! 

"In your honor," we told Tommy in effect, "we will slice the 
fatted watermelon." 

With eager yet reverent hands, we broke the large baby from 


the umbilical cord of its mother; Bill had the privilege of carry- 
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ing it proudly down to the house. Like a lamb led to the Slaughter, 
the innocent melon was laid under the knife and carved. Alas, pride 
falleth before an unripe melon. The merest suggestion of pink 
tinged its pale interior--and that was all. 

Our faces fell, and something of a smirk--nay, a broad grin-- 
appeared on the face of our guest. Then he laughed aloud and we 
joined him, but without joy. To pass off this calamity as well as 
possible, Bill announced it would probably taste all right and 
proceeded to carve the corpus delicti and pass it around. We were 
disappointed, if not surprised after sampling our own pieces, that 
our guests were unenthusiastic. 

Nor was this the only debacle of that day. Down in the Cow- 
barn Bill and I had set up an old grain chute. Its upper end was 
fastened on a two-by-four some five feet above the floor, and it 
Sagged away some twenty-five feet to the threshold of another room. 
Bill had made a car out of old boards and a set of wheels and we 
had ridden down it a few times--the ride proving less rhapsodic 
than we had hoped. But we gave Dood and Shelt occasional rides-- 
with the trust and admiration of juniors, the kids were inclined 
to think most things we did were good. 

Though we told ourselves the venture was a success, we 
realized that a descent was perilous, and occasionally we tipped 
over. Of course, Bill and I now had to show this marvel to Tommy 
and Harriet. And of course in riding debonairly down, we tipped 
over, and landed in an unhappy heap at their feet. Then Tommy 
really did laugh. We arose chagrined, all ready to do it over 
again--without mishap this time. - But Tommy said he thought we 


had had enough. 
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CHART eRe 


HENSSWOR TES 


When we first landed at Swann Forest, the full complement 
of farm buildings was still standing. Beside the twelve-room 
house, there was the Sheepbarn above the house, the Little 
Woodshed, the Shop, the Big Woodshed and the Horsebarn, in the 
mponcor which the Ford was stabled. These last four were all 
Mhitehed together, if not directly inter-connecting. Then there 
was the Cowbarn with the Silo attached, across the road, and the 
Creamery off on the right. Behind that, the two Henhouses, the 
Peenouse and the Piggery. 

Very early during Dad's reign, the Sheepbarn was torn down. 
In 1926, when the total eclipse of the sun took place, Dad and 
Mother routed us out of bed at 4 a.m. and, with pieces of smoked 
glass, we all went up on its foundation behind the house to ob- 
serve the phenomenon. Dad took photographs and we tried to feel 
properly impressed at an event not likely to be duplicated in our 
lifetimes. 

The Piggery was razed next and, some time later, the old 
Icehouse and my Henhouse out of which Bill built a new icehouse, 
somewhat smaller than the old. But before any henhouses went 
down, they were both well lived in. So perhaps it is time for 
the story of the hens--and the hen stories. 

SsoOnedat cer Ne=starctede going to) schoot,) Bill ‘became involved 


with the 4-H Club, as Dood and Shelt later did. From the number 
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of projects open to him, he decided on keeping hens, an enterprise 
migwuamulyewe ne. not sreluctant togendorse. ,But, «be it fully under-= 
stood, said they, the responsibility must be wholly his! He 
agreed. 

Biilvoecided on Rhode Lsiland Reds .and,. from. a Mrs. Fullblard 
in Besant, a Rhode Island Red hen was obtained, allegedly in 
a broody state of mind. A setting of choice eggs was stowed 
under her; she was shut up in a barrel to insure her minding her 
maternal chores, being permitted out only to eat and stretch a 
wing morning and night. 

sag,to relate, this young matron turned out. to.be a flapper. 
She was wholly irresponsible; as far as she was concerned, the 
eggs might have been so many doorknobs. We went down to feed her 
one night and found she had escaped her confinement. She was 
stalking moodily about the henhouse and looking longingly out 
the window. The eggs were stone cold. Hopeful still, we shut 
her up again, but she would not set, standing over the eggs 
with irritating perverseness. So there was nothing to do but 
let her outdoors and get in some more reliable female--and some 
fresh eggs! 

During those last few days I had been making my parents' 
fives. misenable. Helping, Bill with his chicken farm.would never 
be enough. I wanted hens, too. Bill had hens--I had to have 
hens. All my own. There stood a second henhouse, vacant--and 
with a second flock we could wallow in eggs and subsist on roast 
On LCOh eG eee ical CO VEDa Dent Steel taGounded good, elethought..Dut 
probably it was exhaustion that finally gave consent. Four new 


broody hens were procured, two for each of us. Since Bill had 
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Rhode Island Reds, I1 obtained settings of blue-blooded Barred 
Plymouth Rock eggs, and the hatching process began anew, now in 
peut Coops. 

Meanwhile Bill and I had fallen victim to the charms of 
Biddy Bumper--this being the unfortunate name Bill gave to his 
first flighty hen. He built a stout means of conveyance for her-- 
a well ventilated wooden DOXsMOUILLeCRILN EU COe, Center Of la) palin, 
long poles. On this we bore the astonished creature about on 
Our shoulders, like a pair of litter bearers carrying a royal 
potentate. When we went on a walk, Biddy Bumper went along, too, 
with how much reluctance can only be imagined. We thought she 
must love the ride and the scenery (even if she could not see it) 
and the excitement of travel; but no doubt she would have given 
anything to be back in the yard scratching for worms and taking 
dust baths. 

Luckily the baby chicks soon began to appear and our interest 
was diverted to them--Bill to his little yellow balls of peeping 
down, and I to my baby black ones. The mothers had done well, 
hardly an egg failed to deliver, and we were off to a flying 
A ta 

Even before this latest diversion, Bill and I had spent hours 
making up stories about our favorite possessions. While I had my 


dolls and other cherished objects which lived on my bed and slept with me, Bill 


had his treasures, too, which abided with him. 
Both of us, even more than most children, carried anthropo- 
morphism to extremes. Probably this was one reasom why we loved 


the Dr. Doolittle books so much. To me at least, all animals and 
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their facsimiles (however unreasonable), many plants, and even 
manamaceropjectsthad shuman-attributes“and feelings.» At night: I 
always had my treasured Rosy and a pair of china twins who closed 
their baby blue eyes and cried when laid horizontal. I never 
played dolls--this seemed stupid to me--but I liked their unde- 
manding society at night. Every Easter I went into the five-and- 
ten-cent store in Great Barrington and spent every cent I had on 
the little cotton chickens that always appear during that season. 
I yearned over them all, wanting to buy every last one--to give 
them a happy home. When I had spent all my money, I hurried out, 
trying to avoid what seemed to me the beseeching eyes of the ones 
left behind. And I kept away from Woolworth's until Easter was 
safely past. 

I took them all to bed with me. It was a big, old-fashioned 
double bed which had once known rope springs--Mother had bought 
eer as dol larsifrom alneiohbor whose® father» had’ died aneitee ’ But 
even in this roomy affair, I frequently lay on the chickens and 
before’ long had most of them rolled out flat. 

Even my marbles seemed personalities to me and they went to 
bed with me. Mother often said she could not imagine how I got 
any sleep at all. 

Dad had related the intriguing story of how, when he was a 
boy, he and Guy Emerson, an adopted cousin, had spent much time 
"adventuring" a pair of keys. They each had an ordinary door 
key which they dropped from high places; plumbed them on long 
lines to the bottom of the sea at Duxbury, Massachusetts; laid 


them on railroad tracks when a train was due so they could expe- 
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rience being run over. Everywhere they went the keys went, too, 
and underwent strange and exciting adventures. However, we did 
mot hear that the keys had been taken to bed, nor that any senti- 
ment was expended upon them. 

pr Luenadwa rubdbers*baiim@abouttthersize “of ablargesgraperreit, 
which he had received one Christmas. This object was Known as 
Bally Lou and, with an inexpensive Gibb pocket watch, shared his 
three-quarter bed and his devotion. He made up a little jingle 
about them-- 

Peatry Lou and’ Watchie; too.” 

And I seem to recall that they went about with him quite often. 
Fimally from the wear and tear of travel and being slept on, the 
ball cracked and split open--to Bill's great sorrow. 

Poe later years; *Doed and@Sheltehaditheir favorite toys, too, 
although they were far more normal about them. Dood had a pair 
of beloveds known as Foxy and Kitty--a little red fox that once 
squeaked when his middle was pressed, and a flat brown kitten, 
built much like my Rosy, although definitely feline. These two 
lived together in a state of matrimony, Dood himself having offi- 
Ciated at the wedding ceremony. They went with Dood everywhere. 

One time Bill built an enormous kite, with a spinal column 
some twenty feet long:  Thesorigqinal idea had been that it «should 
take him up so he could explore the stratosphere. Though it 
proved inadequate for his heft, Foxy and Kitty rode triumphantly 
aloft. 


snelt® had but one’ treasure, butyhe loved it, with a’ single- 
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hearted devotion that made up for his monotheism. The object of 
his love was a little lion, some twelve inches long, pale yellow, 
with heavy head and mane and long, ropelike tail. Originally he, 
too, when squeezed in the stomach, emitted a sound which, if it 
Gig not project the ferocity of the king of beasts, was quite 
adequate in this small facsimile. } | 

"Lionty" was the inseparable companion of his master. I can 
remember several times having to wait while Shelt collected him 
before going on walks or fishing trips; or he would leap out of 
the car and rush up the lawn just as Dad or Mother prepared to 
back out. He'd forgotten Lionty! Only childhood Knows such pro- 
Found loyalties. In maturity we find few humans upon whom we can 
lavish such unstinted affection. While our toys may not manifest 
aerecaprocating love, it is easy to imagine it--and they do not 
plague us by any perverse or unkind act. 

Whether wor notsbali Ss aWwarchy kept atime, 1 cannot recalls put 
the name Gibb appealed to him and, when he first began telling me 
Stories, they were peopled with a tribe of Gibbs--six brothers, 
indeed, who were labelled numerically, simply as Gibb One, Gibb 
Two, etc. For some reason Gibb Four was Bill's special pet and 
he always occupied the center of the stage, the others being 
chiefly helpers and off-stage shouts. To these dramatis per- 
sonae I was allowed to modestly add one character--my Joe, named 
fOLeMarwiwWainse. LN juneg0e. » thls Tatio of six to, one was)a: good 
indication om the relatuve importance, in Bill's sight at: least, 


of my share in the team. It finally turned out, however, that Joe 
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was none other than a long-lost brother of the rest--was, in 
reality, Gibb Seven! This was a real surprise to me. 

When Bill told the story, Gibb Four was the main hero, though 
Joe had to have a strong supporting robe. "ii. falleqlomnedc 
about him for a spell, I would be sure to demand, 

PWhat was Joe doing all this time?" 

But Gibb Four was the head cheese. I expected it. And, in 
ivevuin as narrator, Joe blossomed forth in all his splendor, 
and Gibb Four was reduced to mere boon companion. 

"One day as Gibb Four and Joe were..." was our inevitable 
beginning, and the tales that followed were known to us as "The 
Gibb Four and Joe Stories." They related every sort of daring 
adventure--battles, duels, rides and rescues. These heroes were 
a combination of Robin Hood, Sherlock Holmes, Young Lochinvar 
and Kit Carson. 

Later on when Dood and Shelt reached the same age, five and 
Peace Oreso,s they, too, told each other stories, tending strongly 
to the western theme. They frankly gave their main character the 
designation "I," and they were always closer to reality. But 
for me, at least, while Joe was my masculine counterpart, he was 
also a romantic ideal. 

No doubt the later interest over Batman and Superman arose 
from the same love of adventure and hero worship latent in every 
eniid. “And the comic books issued by the pulp mills at the rate 
of millions of copies monthly are designed to make the most of 


this mass yearning. But however poor in literary value our 
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stories were, they were at least original. Poor things, indeed, 
but our own. 

As the chicken flocks developed, we named every chick as 
soon as it was mature enough to look different from its fellows. 
Thus Bill had Big Friendy (the rooster of the flock), Flag (named 
for her handsome tail), Wing Coverts, Long Tail and many others. 
Pere curn nad Sprig, my pater familias, Head, pete mate (in theory 
his only one), Crooked Bill, etc. The young roosters destined 
for Sunday dinners were referred to merely as Broilers, first, 
second, etc., and we tried to keep aloof from any charms they 
displayed. For security we each kept an "Auxiliary"--a spare 
rooster in case something happened to our chiefs-of-staff. 

The four mothers were also renee chiefly by Bill. He pre- 
Fixed each with proper indication of her married state to preclude 
all ideas of impropriety. These were variously called Mrs. 
Yellow Hen, Mrs. Red Hen (a rather spiritless creature), Mrs. 
Powder Puff (gloriously fluffy) and Nice Mrs., a hen of exceptional 
Vivacity and poise. 

Nem COhmageavSULUCOmINnteres.. In themvall vatsleasteat firs, 
watched over every move and development--and even whitewashed the 
henhouses occasionally under urgent parental pressure. We had 
separate henhouses, of course, with separate yards attached. wWe 
probably had from ten to fifteen chickens apiece for several 
years, and the operation was financially successful--for us at 


least--as we sold the eggs to the family at current prices, while 
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LnevepaLldyiorethe grain, mash andy grat. 

There was the tragedy of Long Tail who died after giving 
fare Nem wiurst egqgysan untortunave snell=-less object We 
buried her with much ceremony and weeping, for she was a favorite. 

There was the triumph of my winning a blue ribbon for the 
Pitst prize pair»at the Great Barrington Fair, with my rooster 
Sprig and a hen who, from that moment forward, became Known as 
ierage, Winner." 

There was the sad day Biddy Bumper was served up for dinner. 
She had given up laying, apparently for good, and was "eating her 
head off." There seemed no other way. Bill and I averted our 
eyeomas) she) was Laid ony thestable, but managed to choke’ down’ a 
fememoucthtuls, trying hard to think of’ pleasanter things. 

Not long after the different chickens emerged as personali- 
ties we began to tell stories about them. The numerical Gibbs 
and even Joe receded, appearing in our stories less and less. 

Now we began, 

"One day as Flag and Big Friendy were..." for these two were 
Ste voeleadingepain,. Enjoying a sort of married romance. “Sprig 
and Head were my team, also rooster and wife, but Flag and Head 
were the two main characters, as Gibb Four and Joe had been. 

Of course, in these stories, they were really people, although 
the hens were hardly more feminine than the roosters. Their 
adventures ran the gamut of the wildest flights of which our 
imaginations were capable: detective stories, romances and 
action--mostly the latter, ending in glorious triumph over all 


their adversaries. 
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When either Bill or I was away from home, at camp 
or elsewhere, we wrote each other chapters from these endless 
continued stories. Around the Forest, we went about as an 
inseparable pair, at it whenever we worked together, whenever we 
went for walks. Dad soon found it the better part of wisdom to 
assign us jobs together so that we worked happily and hence more 
effectively at hoeing, weeding, trail-cutting or whatever. 

Our poor parents actually watched us in some alarm as we went 
about together, our lips moving constantly in an unending recital 
of what was the merest drivel, if not actual lunacy. They won- 
dered, I think, what imbeciles they had given life to, fearing 
Seriously for our sanity. Our first story-telling had been bad 
enough, but now hen stories! Mon Dieu! From what remote and 


unknown ancestor came this weird strain of insanity? 
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THE DUCKS AND DICK 


When I was ten or so, Mr. Boardman, one of the men working 
for Dad at spring planting time, gave me a setting of thirteen 
duck eggs. I was delighted. When an even dozen fluffy little 
web-footed babies hatched, I was ecstatic. Indeed the whole 
family fell under the spell of the ducklings, as they waddled en 
Masse about the place, quacking gravely. Except possibly Dad! 
They were so indulged by their mistress (me) that they were 
sometimes to be found in that holy of holies--garden territory. 

Bob had long since learned not to go near any of the many 
gardens; the hens were kept shut up in their yards; Bill and I 
had learned to tread with care in the presence of all plants, 
and were to be found among.them only on legitimate business. 
But the ducks did not seem to get the idea, not even when I 
Smatched them hastily out of Dad's poppies and scolded them. I 
tee could not Find at in’ my Neart to shut them up nor cuff 
them. And soon "naughty duckies" became a family synonym for 
fatuous and inadequate remonstrance. 

They were adorable and we all loved to watch them swim and 
dive in the pool behind the Horsebarn. But one by one their 
stalwart company was diminished by tragic mishaps. One was 
caught in a rattrap; a couple of them were apparently taken by a 
fox; I think a couple died of some duckling disease, a so-called 


natural death. 
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In any case, by fall there were only two survivors. This 
plump pair continued to waddle everywhere, as inseparable as 
Damon and Pythias--one usually right behind the other, still 
GQuacking irresistibly. They were our darlings--and though it 
was October, with Thanksgiving not too remote, we could not bring 
ourselves to think of them as a November treat. 

Then a night they vanished. In the evening they were 
happily playing in their pool; the next morning they were gone, 
leaving Peadhy a feather behind. The inevitable possibility of 
foxes was seriously considered, but still more likely seemed the 
theory we all generally came to accept--that hunters had stolen 
them away. Dad had ordered a pair of men off the forest the day 
before. Hunting and trapping being, of course, forbidden on the 
Forest, it was not SORE Sune to carry a gun on the Swann State 
property. These two men claimed they only wanted to walk through 
to Beartown where hunting was permitted, but they were told it 
Was necessary, for them to.go around, and they drove off, peeved. 

This was one of the few duties connected with his job that 
Dad did not relish, although he was thoroughly determined that 
the Forest should remain sacrosanct. Deer week, always the first 
week in December, was a nightmare. He had to be almost everywhere 
at once on the Forest boundaries to see that no one trespassed on 
the Forest. The deer seemed to know they were safe there, and 
hurried into its secure habitat. This naturally led to an occa- 
Sional overstepping of the bounds by hunters who followed their 


Quarry thither. 
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aq tad seaepermithta Carry asgqun out rarely «did ‘so, feeling 
pian ayconesof authority .was. the best »affense and.defense. Bill 
Sua sl scould not .imagine,crisp orders from Dad not being entirely 
adequate... It was as he said of himself in his boyhood when he 
heard the imperious voice of his Kentucky grandmother: 

maeneshe said’ Scat VheLescatted.! 

Resolute, indomitable Mother also helped, for she was equally 
determined that the Forest deer be protected. Armed only with a 
loaded riding crop and fearless resolution, she, too, often 
patrolled the Forest. 

We figured that, in the case of the ducks, it was well within 
the bounds of probability that the irate hunters had remembered the 
plump ducklings--especially if their kill had been meager--and 
Permrmed son foot in»the dark down the Lodge, Road to,get.them..The 
meremdly ducks were mot shut up and-their pool was. beside: the road, 
too far from the house for us to hear any commotion. 

Whengit wasrectableshed thatytheslittlespainewas indeedugone, 
I was crushed. The whole light went out of my world, and I set 
off down the road toward the Bretts' house, and into the woods to 
mourn. Dood tagged along with me and, though I thought at first 
I wanted to be alone with the-world-well-lost mood of grief, I 
was soon glad of his company. I stumbled along, shaken with huge 
indigestible sobs, tears pouring down my face. Dood trotted along 
beside me, also wracked with sobs, tears coursing down his small 
cheeks. His companionable woe was really only sympathy, for he 
has since told me he had no idea what I was crying about. We 
finally stopped under a butternut tree, sat down to rest ona 


fence and picked absently at the nuts, all the while continuing 
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soon, though, the sorrow. itself began to be wept out. The 
tear ducts which had done so well by us both began to run dry. 
The downpour became a drizzle. Finally, with that feeling of 
regret at having to relinquish a good misery, Dood and I gave a 
few sniffles, lifted our faces upward and turned toward home, 
Greansed in spirit. 

DUr; parents felt that°we ought to be familiar with horses. 
Mother had been severely frightened by a horse as a little girl, 
and on every possible occasion took pains to approach and befriend 
any horse she met--parked by the curb in town or in a neighbor's 
yard--in direct violation of the inner promptings of which she 
was ashamed and trying to overcome. 

So it came to pass that, when I was four or five, a saddle 
horse was rented from someone in Monterey for the day. Of course 
we had always admired our neighbors' animals, work and saddle 
steeds alike, and when Pokey Barnum rode over once in a while 
from Monterey on a spirited pony, we were thrown into a fearful 
State of envy. 

And here was a lovely brown mare--a snapshot in our Archives 
Trunk indicates that her saddle blanket wore a handsome white 
Star. *Bidie is standings with manly ease’ holding her cropping 
head, while I, as usual, am hopping nearby. 

Billj*the lucky one, got tovride this’ olamorous beast,.« and 
SmesmMacde, SUCh ag hite witheusethateansinstant burst’ of clamor 


arose in our poor parents' ears. 
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"Please, oh please! Can't we have a horse?" 

Over and over we heard what responsibility such an acqui- 
sition would bring: Bill and I--and only Bill and I--would have 
to water and feed it; clean out its stall, and take all good care 
of it. We agreed to all this with the swift thoughtlessness that 
desire gives. Finally Dad set about negotiating for a horse. We 
Surselves might decide on a saddle and bridle. 

Poring over the fabulous pages of Montgomery Ward and Sears 
Roebuck, we studied the available western saddles. No absurd 
English “postage stamps" for us! Both Dad and Mother had ridden 
western style in Arizona and their prejudice was vigorously secon- 
ded by us--emerging, of course, as our own opinion! We also 
studied all models to be seen in Turner's hardware store in Great 
Bemerngocom. here we met the rich, masculine smell of leather. 

Finally we decided on a saddle at Ward's. Shiny round 
washers decorated it, and many sporty thongs hung Hane scieee Tee 
the strap at the saddlebow for a lariat--it was beautiful! Surely 
waok Holt himself would have been proud to swing-into this roeking 
chair! A good-looking bridle was also selected and a saddle blan- 
ket--without a star. 

In a few days a horse was purchased--from Jack Kimberley, 

I believe--a nice, big gentle brown fellow of uncertain, though 
not tender, years--and he was brought home in triumph. I think 
his name was already Dick and that we decided to keep it, per- 
fabsereciing ional utemightebe badwlucksatoachange: ityras«bt is 
said to be of boats. Also a flicker of recognition seemed to 


come into Dick's big, soft eyes at the sound of it. 
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Though broken to the saddle, Dick had been used a lot for 
hay raking and other light farm work. Our saddle was not yet at 
Mand so Bill and I vied with each other to mount our superb steed 
and ride bareback. Some kind of pad was found in the old harness 
room in the Horsebarn which we fastened to his back. A halter 
had come with him, and we pranced and cantered up and down the 
Monterey Road, feeling like the heroes of our own stories. Here 
again snapshots are revealing. Bill, and I especially, look like 
two Ichabod Cranes, arms and legs flapping to the four points of 
the compass. In one shot I seem to have managed to get actually 
horizontal, my stomach on Dick's backbone, legs stuck out over 
his stern and arms in the vicinity of his ears. With the later 
advent of bridle and saddle and parental coaching, our Form improved 
forsome degree. 

We often rode bareback, especially on local errands, even 
after the saddle came. Dick was now employed when we went after 
milk or made the longer trip to the Main Road for mail. On these 
moursvons ‘Bill “and litook ‘turns’ occupying Dick's patient back, 
and very rarely rode double. Sometimes, when he appeared on the 
scene, we had Dood perched up before us and Shelt came in for a 
merrier: Offethisy: too, thithink. 

Occasionally I rode down to meet Bill when he was due out of 
school. I remember once loitering about outside the cemetery wall 
waiting for him. To my left was the little stone building which 
probably contained the gravedigger's tools. When very small I 
had somehow conceived the idea that this was where they kept the 


heads of all the people who were buried in the cemetery. I hesi- 
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Daced to dismount;cunlessea” fence or hillock were handy to 
insure my getting on again I might not make it. Dick would 
stand patiently enough but was so high I just could not nego- 
tiate the distance. 

Bill must have had to stay after school that day for time 
seemed to stretch on endlessly. Bored, I rode Dick up the gravel 
path into the apparently deserted graveyard. Once in among the 
tombstones, a horrible fear seized me that I was doing some 
forbidden, blasphemous thing. Quickly turning Dick's head to 
depart, I spotted a mourner bending over a grave and, with the 
additional fear of being seen, struck my bare heels against his 
fat sides and cantered out. That night I casually inquired of 
Mother if horseback-riding in a cemetery was a misdemeanor and 
she assured me it was. The matter was hastily dropped. 

We even took Dick up to the Ledges one day. I can recall 
setting out with Dad on this excursion. Dad preferred to walk, 
and we did not care to ride while he walked, so Dick carried the 
lunches. The Ledges were reached by turning off the Lodge Road 
onto the Iron Gate Road, from which Dad had engineered a trail 
running to the highest part of the hill ‘way up behind our house. 
Here he had made a clearing which permitted a splendid view down 
the Canaan Valley with Mount Everett prominent on the right; 
down below in the foreground we could just make out one of our 
barns, and the big spruce behind George Brett's house. 

Like the Broshu Lot Road, the Lane and all the old roads on 


the Forest, the Iron Gate Road was familiar to us from our flower 
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hunts. It was a lovely walk, more attractive than the others. It, 
too, had once been a busy wagon thoroughfare and was pitted with 
the ghosts of former dwelling places; it had conifer woods, and 
pink ladyslippers bloomed along the path. About halfway up to the 
fe dues was the old rusty iron gate for which the road was named. 

We opened the gate to let Dick through and it turned with 
noisy protest on its ancient hinges. Beyond this, we branched off 
to the left, the trail straight ahead leading on to the more distant 
Mt. Wilcox, less frequented by us and now a fire lookout station. 

At the steepest part of the trail, a thick hardwood grove 
made our passage cool despite the steep grade and moistly fragrant 
with ferns and wet undergrowth. Here Coral mushrooms were to be 
found at the proper season, and this was one reason for our trip. 
Coming back down we filled our straw hats and spare sweaters with 
them and bore them home in triumph to Mother for conversion into 
a delicious mushroom stew. 

Going to the Ledges was a regular excursion with us. When a 
nice spring or fall day dawned, it was quite likely that someone 
would say, 

PeerecyUcel Om ec tedgesatoday.! andaeschooliworkyahousenworks 
yard chores, gardening and other things permitting, off we would 
go taking our lunch. Mother loved the trip, too, and she some- 
times went along with us. 

In the course of several years spent with Dick, just about 
every manner of accident befell us. He usually went barefoot 
even as we, so when he stepped on our feet it was not serious. 


He would occasionally bite our fingers by mistake, and once ina 
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while he would get frisky (probably from too many oats and too 
Petie wse) and, buck-us.off.. Sometimes, too, we fell off. this 
was not hard to do when we were riding bareback. He was rather 
fond of stopping short at a gate, and over his head we'd go, 
Ween ing ourselves ruefully up, rubbing certain parts of our 
carcass, while he stood with his head over the barway, blinking 
his big brown eyes. Indeed, he was only inadvertently responsible 
for these ills, being nearly always well behaved, sweet and gentle. 
Once, however, this was not so, though the fault was largely mine 
even then. 

teunquBili Hall, one of our Blue Hill neighbors, rode up one 
day on his horse to ride with us, having heard we now had a horse. 
Dick was just standing up to a good manger of oats when Bill ar- 
rived, and he couldn't wait. Probably the unusual presence of 
another horse disturbed Dick. In any case, when I started into 
his stall armed with the bridle, he kicked me. His shoeless foot 
landed on my right thigh, knocking me back several feet where I 
Serambied stili further from his, flying heels. Oh, the agony of 
it for a few minutes! The wind had been knocked out of me, and 
I can still feel myself on hands and knees on the barn floor, try- 
Pager come, backs to, life.:«1. couldn't even gasp for breath. My 
chest felt paralyzed. At last the sweet air returned to my 
bursting lungs, and I became aware of the acute misery in my 
thigh. Crawling about on all fours for a few minutes, I wept 
from pain and shock. By then Bill Hall had already leaped on his 
horse and fled toward home. 

Once, to show off my equestrian prowess to a stranger who 


came to see Dad, I rode Dick into the Cowbarn where the two of 
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them were talking. The boards in the barn were old and to my 
horror and shame, Dick stepped through the floor. Only by the 
grace of the Lord did he fail to break a leg. He did not become 
alarmed, bless him, and I managed to get him safely outside. 

The repaired hole long showed in the floor as testimony to my 
conceit, and I never looked at it without shame. 

One of Dick's favorite summer pastures was down the Monterey 
Road on the right. Here he had the meadow grass to crop, the 
broGKk,;sand) the cool, moist woods to retreat to on hot days. al 
have a delightful fragmentary memory of going down to visit him 
there one evening--a lovely scented June evening. Finding him in 
the woods I thrashed myself up onto his patient back. He was 
probably lonely for he seemed especially glad to see me, and he 
took me along his secret woodland ways. Sprawled out comfortably 
on his broad back to avoid low branches, I conversed with him 
intimately. It was a strangely rich and enchanted few moments-- 
we seemed united in spirit and warm companionship, and I grieved 
for his customary enforced solitude. 

The subject of horses brings inevitably to mind, sooner or 
later, the episode of Buzzy Brownback who became something of a 
eynbol in the family for inanity: 

The Stome House below Broshu's Corner was then occupied by a 
wealthy New York woman--a Miss Hill--who had bought the property 
in disrepair and fixed it up into a pleasant summer place. Miss 
Hill was a friend of Mother's and sometimes called on us. She 
was the outdoor type in tweedy suits, with an interesting, tanned 


face and attractive personality. I was drawn to her--she was just 
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the sort of woman I admired, and I appeared whenever she came 
around. 

But there was a member of her menage whom I liked even 
better. Miss Hill had a foreman named Shea--a handsome, swarthy 
individual who strode about in riding breeches and mustache, 
Swinging a hunting crop. When he smiled, lovely white pointed 
Peeieaeg.eamed in his! dark*face:. He had recently come’ from-Africa 
and had a pet monkey which, as is so often the case, had a start- 
ling resemblance to his master--or vice versa! Mr. Shea it was, 
not the monkey, who was the object of my secret affection. He 
Tived at the Stone House, too, and it was gossiped about that 
Mrecemit) and Mr. Shea were...well, you know. \At overhearing 
this interesting rumor, of course, my ears flapped open (accord- 
ing to the family they often did, and to my great irritation I 
was sometimes called "Petunia Ear™). What this gossip meant, how- 
ever, was lost to me and ante served to invest them both with an 
aura of romance. 

While Mother was Neue eneV ONG CCM eo elise Volo Se mune 
way home from town one day, Bill and I amused ourselves with 
Buzzy Brownback, a rather sluggish boy of ten who was spending the 
summer with her. He had a pony and we, feeling very experienced 
after Dick, wanted to ride him. The little animal was skittish, 
shied at everything, and seemed from his rolling eyes to be not 
too good natured. 

Buzzy warned us that he was probably too temperamental for 
us, which only increased our resolve. As Bill was trying to 
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tating only a moment, Bill leaped aboard. The horse also leaped 
fervaccgelikesa DOLt of Ligntinindgas, 0, Hamlet, what a falling att 
Mao uhnere! Bill crashed injthe bloody dust. His vanity was more 
wounded than his person, but he arose with a pale smile on his 
lips. By then I was quite Pacer ent Ha the idea of mounting 
this treacherous beast--and confessed my cowardice. 

Early that summer Miss Hill came up to see Mother about Buzzy. 
He was, it seemed, behind in his studies. Whether he was the 
troublesome child of a friend, or what, was never clear. Anyhow, 
he meeded tutoring during the summer holiday. I think he had 
peameneacs ons tO pass in the.fall.,. Miss Hill suggested that Bill 
should tutor him. Our parents were astonished, as was Bill (though 
pleased), and their amazement was complete when it was further pro- 
posed that I should teach him geography. Miss Hill must have been 
basing her judgment of our imagined talents on our parents' intelli- 
gence--I'm sure this often happened. I, at least, at eleven or so, 
had nothing to offer. However, after much hesitation, Moths=r and 
Dad decided to let Bill--and even me-- see what we could do. 

Buzzy rode up every morning on his pony, and Bill and he 
solemnly disappeared down into the Creamery for classes. When Bill 
was finished, I went down and essayed my geography lesson. How- 
ever Bill made out with him, I know I was infuriated by a habit Re 
had of suddenly braying with raucous laughter--for no reason at 
all. If I gravely read him about the crops of Alabama or asked 
him to name the capitals of the New England states, he would, 
like as not, explode into his donkey-like mirth. It was discon- 


certing to say the least, and I only hoped he didn't have an examin- 


oe Te 


nh a - a ; 7 

A shugo Dean $138) Deena ‘ noes 

» ie Hill ; la i peng O - Qbelsgth te ako peak oh 
ion Lane vaaane nbn hapa uhiety wnt trot eo 1iae tera 
¥ Nel he siting al sey Cre) snore we Jue hae eeG, bd wens bet 
ave Sipingcas Ae tae vole wa Pere TT Ten sich oN 1 Geng ¥8 
OLN TiS Ye Paaes Nae Gnaedehad PSOne soa? 
Vised Logi Yagi ete On du) dees, CLAN ashe gemmae tent gine! 
EL, BA him eisianitiy elm ts wb wt webeed  tleweibieg LS a. 
» eye ea MPEIOT NUP Rite th sent bo hdloo enoeele > 
beavit aie sry: BL wigan rhode eh hie. putavty ek neues) ogee 
eee Be Ciupe ie: Bie aes eh he: DA? AL @aaG oF anni >and 
ep tetd ike wae, oy MPAREELS A Stein veer ene To), «mia sp hoe oie 
“OTS, TOGO Ow) He. Oe Girtes aaeits | Heap PPOs ahete, VINAS bap a 
SOS COG Oe Chl ee Nene. mil Hope Biveds 7 eatin 
Casi: fetid Cy Mae 2 biwecu't DIA PRR tug Po seri? te, get 
SE te HV MES, Bee eee) tat pt ROMO T MRIS, gLe2: exe in ror 


rit tab he ah ee teamed eat tale tevewnM. ent a oF robe hae 
; r : rie. 

a Si, 

j ul 
i 

1g +¥ 


zo 


ens Sen Aas oe we - i nave Stas Lh G Jakes potions 
Sy nee tere re, Bee Ma) aypertag ataye Ou ebor graye 

e Ab# erie: Wi whit iY, yaanensy ont bap. eh, peteeuneyen, Fi 
cabal ie at asd by paves biva rp adel i recteaailt: 


S30: 


ation in geography to pass. 

This, Nappily, has’ been my only* teaching venture except for 
Peving, at Dad*s suggestion,’ to’ teach Dood howto ready By this time 
Daag himself, after five years of teaching me, felt he had had enough 
of teaching. 

starting with lettered blocks, Dood managed to master the large 
and small alphabet, at age five or so, and we then went on to a first 
Treader. It seems to me that Dood and I were on the same page--the 
First page--almost forever. Every day we labored over the same sen- 
tences until I thoughthe must have them by heart. One was something 
about "the bird will fly away," and I wished only that he would! 
DOQueMaIecains now, with charity no doubt, that* I° did teach him to 
Peace t) sO, | an surprised and grateful.» Shelt™and I'had “accomplished 
only the alphabet together before he started school. 

Actually I enjoyed teaching them both. It was only the reali- 
zation with Dood's reading of our paralyzingly slow progress that 
depressed me. To this day I greatly admire those who can teach-- 
it is a rare and high talent--and I only thank heaven that I do not 
have to do it. 

In any event, with Buzzy Brownback I made $10, though I felt 
as though I were taking it under false pretenses. Bill received 
$50. It was a bonanza. 

There was another sad episode of horsemanship during Buzzy's 
time. This befell Dood, and here his own description of it from a 
letter is more able than words of mine: 

"You three--you, Bill and Buzzy Brownback--decided that it would 


be nice if I became an equestrian. So, innocently, as the re- 
sult of sugar-coated urgings, little Gordon trotted quite 
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down to where Dick was standing just to the left of the 
Cowbarn. I am not sure whether I trotted or was rolled 
along in the dust. Anyway, after introductions between 
the horse and his prospective rider were made, I was 
boosted aboard--either by Bill or Buzzy. It wasn't too 
bad. After a little apprehension, I discovered that 
Dick's shape and the altitude weren't too inimical to 

my spirit. Dick didn't seem to notice my presence, and 
continued gazing soulfully in the general direction of 
Monterey while I began to relish my own enormous courage. 


"But my beloved sister and brother, and the less beloved 
Brownback, decided it was time for me to take advanced 
training immediately, after the successful beginning. 

So a smart slap was administered to Dick's placid other 
Pion UUtraged by this sneak attack from the south, that 
worthy animal reacted in a manner that showed fine re- 
flexes. Shifting directly into high gear, he shot ahead. 
Yours truly was suddenly surprised to find that he was 
enjoying the same altitude, but it was being maintained 
without material aid. Unable to stand the shock, he 
hesitated up in the air only for an instant and then 
plopped like a ripe fruit on the fertile earth. This 
Wesecoo much. With an indignation born of betrayal, yours 
mrulyesvoiced his objections in a lusty series of howlsand 
Pewocavene co utneesanLelty Of the Fouses onythe Hill." 


ne 
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ie ssmpossible towcalculbate sall-the efun,.thati«the little 
Omes wadded to the family circle--rich, glorious fun. I -cannot 
imagine anyone who comes from a big family not wishing to have 
a large one of one's own, unless the size had been too much over- 
gone, or the household very poor. 

We were, perhaps, more family-minded than most. 

Mabeod is thicker than water" was a sentiment we heard often 
expressed and believed in. Certainly we were more isolated than 
most families and compelled to turn to each other for companion- 
ship and play--but there we found it in abundance. We became a 
Bees knit sextette, intellectually and socially sufficient unto 
ourselves, and happy so. ae outsiders were intruders only, dis- 
muroang the busy and interesting» tenor of our ways. 

My recollections og Shedt"sebabyhood<are. .Of-course, mare 
palpable than those of Dood. But I can remember how much we en- 
joyed Dood's small society, how we romped with him and had him 
share in as many of our activities as possible. The first two 
winters, before he was navigating efficiently under his own power, 
we mounted a clothesbasket on the toboggan and towed him about. 
He was, despite his gravity, responsive to what he considered 
amusing, laughing and crowing when we played with him; and he 
had a wonderful smile. Always photogenic, Dood had a lot of 


film expended upon him in all stages of development. 
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When Shelt arrived I became almost an auxiliary mother, pre- 
paring bottles, changing the three-cornered pants and, even when 
he was tiny, playing with him by the hour, inventing absurd and 
fecuousspames for the poor little thing. "Pony-dog" is, happily, 
mae Onuy one.of these I.can, remembers But, thoughs»Il' did rise) to 
the occasion of diapers and dressing and undressing him (all of 
Seeene | considered a .privilege),.I*was willing to let Mother rise 
when he howled in the night. 

petWally, both Shelt and Dood were "good babies," of sanguine 
peoeemeers Ul disposition... Shelt's»googling was infectious and it 
was a delight to evoke it. Very early he took up singing; more 
than once Mother would touch my arm to call my attention to his 
contented little song as he played by himself. She thought a 
Mieese child's happy, spontaneous self-singing the sweetest, most 
satisfying sound in the world. 

Bt was always fun :to-pick Shelt out of hisrcrib in the morn- 
fag and put him insbed with me.as I had earlier done with Dood. 
And it was a treat to be allowed to have either of them sleep 
with me. They seemed to like it, too, and as Mother ruled only 
one at a time could do it, there was sometimes an argument as to 
whose turn it was. Shelt had an early affinity for my hair and 
seemed happiest when he could get a lock of it into his mouth, but 
this was an honor my hair shared with everything else he could get 
his hands--or mouth--on. 

All of us as babies were known to Dad as tuba-players, so 
passionately did we work on our bottles, clutching them in fran- 


tic Litt veshands iand»tilting themstoward thesceibing. e'Sauerbraten,” 
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too, was sometimes Dad's name for us at this age when we had 
overindulged with the bottle. Even when ten years old, I used 
to feel wounded because Mother refused to let me finish off the 
meette fellows' bottles. 

Pee uoysSa Carly OOSt-~OOULCIS burps) were fascinating.” Taking 
them Over my shoulder as I saw Mother and Dad do, I would pat 
them gently on the back until the "bubble," as Mother called it, 
was audibly forthcoming. They always looked so much more con- 
tented afterwards. 

Being bigger when Shelt was small, I loved to carry him about 
astride my shoulders. A game both he and Dood enjoyed was "Cowboy" 
out on the lawn, with me as the horse. I was a fiery and unbroken 
steed and bucked fiercely until they ended up laughing on the 
Grass no matter how tightly they held on. But they would always 
rise to mount anew. 

Playing house was another favorite sport, though Mother did 
not care too much for it because of the way the dining room got 
cluttered up. The three of us (Bill was above such infantile 
games) would drag a spare mattress downstairs, and set it up 
peounoe thelcircular*®dining’ table. ~.Thissmade avyperfect wall, 
leaving only a small entryway which we draped with a blanket to 
produce the cozy dusk so much desired. How children love little 
Snuggeries! Feathering our nest with lots of cushions, we three 
would sit inside, feeling delightfully protected and comfortable. 
Pecelis Ie couUluerantea tay olelight towread«by or the boys would 
have me tell them a story. 

At first this story-telling request bothered me; the hen 


Stories, I felt, were too mature for them. But soon I discovered 
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they were easily entertained--all I had to do was talk about an 
animal and success was guaranteed. Ponies made the greatest hit 
Orealil.: 

Of course both boys adored Mother Goose and a big volume of 
Ehese rather gruesome stories became infinitely well worn. As 
Peewmnad to'see the pictures," Sheit usually sat _on:my lap, with 
Dood beside me within seeing distance. 

It was hard to get them to sleep at night without some pre- 
liminary reading exercise, and I soon had their most frequent re- 
quests memorized--"Winken, Blinken and Nod" and "The Marriage of 
Cock Robin" (how Shelt adored that sad story!)--then they could 
be happily delivered to sleep-inducing darkness. As Shelt grew 
Seteceeies six volumes of My Book House,<the gift’ of some; thought- 
ful relative, became much patronized. 

Mother worked hard to get me to wear an apron when I was 
wiping the Aeenesesit as difficult, tombellieve’ the mumber of times 
wyemiad to tell mez Finally sl’ decided to have help ine the: matter 
SaomletrarnedsShelt, agedsatworar) so; tomremindime. |) Gorequitera 
while he was remarkably faithful--much better than I. As I 
plucked the dishtowel off the rack, he would be galvanized into 
eeeaog.. Lt wasvall Mother could do to conceal her laughter at 
his earnestness, for he felt his great responsibility. Coming up 
and catching hold of my skirt, he would look gravely up into my 
Paeevecalisnomour Lotiddyem'taApron, &Ghittertin ('Sister"ewassMother's 
name for me, and Shelt did his best with it.) 

BuUTrengeene vearshaltemniabegensgoing te school ateageveleven’.: 


we three usually picked up the house on Saturday mornings. Like 
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MesceevOuUngStErS WE Were Mota lOO Keenwon works; as sUch? =Sojete 
enlist their aid as well as amuse myself, we made a game of it. 
I became a captain and they my troops. Every Saturday after 
breakfast they would line up in front of me in the dining room, 
Saluting smartly and waiting for orders. A command was issued 
| to each in turn, and the little mites turned resolutely on their 
Meewoweo Carry it outy reporting promptly for further orders when 
the task was accomplished. Thus the house became spick and span 
almost as if by magic and we all enjoyed the process--though 
Mother sometimes complained that we tossed everything into the 
north room closet and shut the door; and that she could never find 
anything afterwards. 

Both tie Little guys*had*an-enormous collectionvor autos 
in all sizes ranging from one-inch lead affairs to a two-foot 
fire-truck and a four-foot pedal job. Yet they Knew and loved 
each one. Sometimes, to thin the ranks a little, Mother would 
stealthily remove a couple of the more anetead ones and throw 
them out on the dump behind the Little Woodshed. The boys always 
missed the old treasures and knew just where to look--returning 
with them in triumph and reinstating them joyously among their 
fellows. 

Whenever we had a chicken for dinner, Bill killed it (Dad 
did not have the heart) and I cleaned it (much to Mother's relief). 
And, operating ona newspaper on the kitchen table, I would give 
a lecture in anatomy to my small audience of two. I named and 


sought to explain-each organ as I plucked it forth, and point 


out all the principal parts. When they heard it once they had 
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heard it all; but each time, they would gather with patience to 
hear the whole story again, misinformation and all. 

ro was great. fun going around with the little fellows-in 
public. I delighted in the smiles of passersby at their cuteness 
es) they trudged along the street, one on each side of me, a hand 
in each of mine. I loved being trusted with them and felt almost 
as though they were my own children. We three looked a lot alike 
(indeed, all of us), but especially the two little boys in their 
earlier years. 

One time 1 recall Dood.and I brought down Dad's wrath upon us. 
We had begun wiping the dishes and started laughing over something 
funny that had passed at lunch. Suddenly we decided to see how long 
we could keep it up. At a certain point laughter becomes mechani- 
cal and senseless, so that the laughter of someone else can keep 
muegoing. On this principle, Dood» and I were doing. just. fine. 
As my laughter died away, it would catch fire again from his and 
Meee versa. “Mother endured our braying, but after about ten 
minutes, though he was in his room at the other end of the house, 
Dad burst irately forth and our laughter died, swiftly and per- 
manently. 

Mother was a little on the impulsive ‘side and it was from 
Her, probably, that Shelt and I inherited our “dropsiness." 
Moraes. recoroued that, wnen she and’ Dad= were: first married; wrenever 
she dropped a dish, Dad's footsteps would be immediately heard. As 
he came into the kitchen he would say, 


"What went that time?" 
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OF their original set of wedding china, only the large tur- 
key platter remained in our day--and this was used only a few 
times a year. Luckily Dad later built up a defensive attitude of 

"Oh, well, what does it matter?" 

--long before I began handling the crockery. I could out- 
Gistance Mother every time at this business. Shelt was good, toa, 
meee Nad less opportunity, and I can safely boast of holding 
the family dish-destroying title. 

Whenever we kids asked questions of Mother about something 
WeeWere noc supposed to know, such as a gift, candy, etc., Mother 
woauloumeay it. was "Tomeddlin's Wax." I are much at what this 
could be, but it was years before I suspected that it was merely 
Segeneric term for all mysterious things not intended for us-- 
usually candy. Mother used to spell out the word for sweetmeats 
to go over the little fellows' heads when each was still illiter- 
ate. But came the day when, after a remark about the "C-A-N-D-Y," 
Shelt piped us, 

“lL want some candy, too!" 

--and Mother decided it was time to shelve this subterfuge. 

When about three or four, Dood was presented with a toy 
automobile. It was about four feet long and he could sit inside 
and pedal it about. It was quite a remarkable contrivance, we all 
thought, even better than the "go-carts" Bill and I had enjoyed 
weccUowOULOSDOG OU WEChOUCCOULSI OG assistance. Every. jeat or so 
Dood felt motivated to repaint it, so it passed through many 
sSlobbered reincarnations, from a fire truck red to blue, to 
yellow and back to red again, though it was always known as "my 


Deaecar.  s Wnen it Was finally given over to Shelt, he kept up 
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with the annual paint jobs. 

Like me, Shelt fell heir to a myriad hand-me-downs--in 
Seotmes, toys, and sporting equipment; only more so, for being 
the same sex as his predecessor, he was eligible for everything 
that survived. 

Shelt was a born motorist. Even from earliest days he was 
a travel enthusiast. Whenever anyone went anywhere in the car, 
in any car, he wanted to go along. And to this end, he early 
developed a battle cry, which was, spelled phonetically, 

"Ungunkua!" 

When we went anywhere in our Dodge, the little fellows both 
Beamer ice ifm the rumble Seat, of course. And I often sat with 
them, for Mother feared one might be bounced out along the road. 
Once inside, only two little bereted heads could be seen. 

Dood and Shelt, when more mature, became adherents of knife- 
throwing, something Bill and I never tried. Both of them were very 
GooG at it, especially Dood, who put his heart in it. Taking a 
moore by the blade, he could send it spinning through the air 
and have it land deep in the wood, the handle quivering. 

In a scuffle once when they were brandishing knives, trying 
to cut a face in a Hallowe'en pumpkin, Shelt was stabbed in the 
skin between two fingers. Blood spouted and Dood was petrified, 
thinking he had killed him at the very least. Dad arrived on the 
Beenewsust as Shellteburst into, a roar of pain, and practically 
Flattened Dood in his wrath. Orooping and sick at heart, Dood 
spent the rest of the day in repentance and in bed. 


Aliso accidentally, I inflicted a wound. on Dood even more 
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potentially dangerous. We had gone down for the milk together 

and Dood was trotting behind me up the lawn. I was swinging the 
two full milk cans and Dood must have come nearer, or I swung more 
wildly as we approached our porch. Anyhow, the left-hand can went 
back and gashed him over the left eye. Blood and Dood's howl 
poeeeo Torch together.” Both) parents rushed: out’ and, like Dood 
when stabbing Shelt, I was ready, willing, but unable, to die. 
meenaugm. Tehad put his*eye out.* A’scathing. lecture from Dad 
peeewuawveo On this point’still further. I Wack erotened to my 

room and crawled upstairs, miserable. Thank heaven the eye it- 
Self was untouched and all soon healed, but Dood has a faint 
Searecoesiow for it stilt. 

pao sueaxing of scarsPbrings®me’ to. something elsenthat! Dood 
and I have in common, though a rather intimate affair. Sleep- 
faa Upstairs in cold roomsS*in*’winter,*in the early years Bill 
and I liked to rush downstairs mornings and dress by the stove. 
(Later we became more rugged and dressed like greased lightning 
feour. frigid rooms.) 

Pattering down in wrapper and slippers to the living room, I 
liked to get behind the stove, a weakness Dood later duplicated 
a0 the dining room.’ One morning, bending over to pick’ up my 
underwear, I bent the wrong way--and too far--to leap forward 
again against the wall with a screech of anguish. My smoking 
posterior had to be bandaged and for several days I spent more 
ames CraneuUsiual wine a Vertical pousition.® Whe? scar on my) right 
Side still remains. 


Dood, apparently even more devoted to his stove's tender 
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warmth, went through this gruesome experience twice, leaving two 
Scars bDehind--one on each cheek. Who says we aren't more than 
brothers (or brother and sister) under the skin? 

Dood had another painful burning experience when just a 
Wittie tot. With fervid curiosity, he was up to and into every- 
mmng. One day when Mother’was canning, she left the stove for 
just a moment. Dood saw an intriguing stewpan handle sticking 
GUL over the edge. He made a beeline for it, grabbing it and 
pulling over on himself a deluge of boiling water. It severely 
burned his small face and hands--even the top of his head was not 
entirely saved by hair. For a week or ten days, the poor kid 
went around swathed in gauze, and Mother was miserable over having 
left the stewpan within reach, even for a second. Happily these 
iemce tert no scars behind. 

I only wish I could remember more about the events of these 
eerayryears; the episodes”™of the boys" young’ lives are, to me, 
pretty much blended together in a pleasant Afi be cow As Francis 
eeeeecouesays,-ecachtof us isi*incarcerated.in his ego," and this 
confinement reduces our views of the outside world and its other 
inhabitants. 

One time I do remember Bill, Dood and I playing in the Lower 
Pool at the Lodge; Shelt either had not yet come down from heaven 
PoriDineoUrs rankseoLr, more’ probably, wasystilloin the grub. states 
Bill and I were climbing up and down the wet mossy steps under a 
light shower, and Dood over on the shore wanted to be by the 
Wereerrali jetooe Slhneecarrying hameover tos joineus;, issteppedonsa 


piece of glass. Blood started to change the water to wine, and 
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Dood sent up a worried howl. Bill hurried over and bound my 
wound, and I was escorted home hobbling. 

But there was no such unfortunate developments as came to 
Dood with a similar foot wound. He stepped on a sharp stone 
Waileene and» Shelt and I were; trying to build. a pool in our own 
eeooceoneRocKky Hill...-He, too, had to be bound up, and: tiptoed 
home on the injured member. The next day his wound was infected 
and very sore. Dad said he was afraid he would have to lance it 
enoewente to sterilize a razor blade while’ Dood sat wincing at 
Pa smareary: prospect. 

imenm nme -had an idea. ~Calling to Shelt, who hovered sympa- 
thetically near, he asked him to get the big dictionary. This 
was an unabridged volume weighing some ten pounds, and Shelt came 
Poceawetheit clutched to his bosom: 

"Hit me over the head," Dood ordered. Shelt looked aghast. 
"Hit me over the head with the dictionary--hard!" 

aioan we Gola She Ike saideyy ltiseemede. blasphemous to do 
mryening deliberately to hurt his brother. 

"No, Shelt, please do it--quick. So I won't feel the razor." 

Getting the idea, Shelt seized the tome as firmly as he 
MirvoeTRediisesmditlenands,. sand Drought. it down Lightly on Dood'’s 
feat’. 

Harder, narcer, onelt.. Quick!” cried Dood, thinking he now 
Peetu esere turning, srep.. ('Ourek, HiT oME tb" 

Convinced that he meant it at last, though it tore his soul, 


Shelt got up on a chair and brought the book down on him with all 
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Bice Uio.  DOOd was? dazed, Out conscious. 

"Hit me," he repeated more weakly. "Harder." 

Not eohe lie sucoenly cried, Gears comang to; nis? €y.es. wee 
Patt GO. tb" 

And dropping the dictionary, he fled from the room. Dad 
povede and Dood, clutching his aching brow, closed his eyes 
in wretched resignation. 

One time Dood, organized a detective club, containing Midge 
(Marjorie Brett, the Bretts' only child who was about Dood's age). 
She was appointed recording secretary (and hence did all the work), 
Shelt was vice president, Dood himself was president, and I became 
an honorary member. The published aims of this group still exist: 

"we make it our business to find out OTHER persons! secrets." 

"Rules...Note movements of persons in secret. Bring any 
fames Of them to secretary, Marjorie Brett, at the meetings at 
feeoea.m. On Saturday and "at. 4200 p.m: aftereschool. After school 


meee rraday we started to buiid cur Club House." 
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CHAPTER: 112 


INDOOR GAMES AND COUSIN BILL 


Mother always aadd we were the world's worst faddists. We 
loved everything in spells, and while we loved it, we loved it 
so hard “we dug little holes all over the yard." She said we 
could not have an interest without doing it to death. And when 
a fad died, it was as extinct as an old volcano. We did not even 
want to think about it--until a returning cycle of interest, months 
or perhaps years later, fanned it back to life. This was especi- 
ally true of games. Here today and yawn tomorrow. 

Periodically we loved Ping-Pong and pursued it during every 
free moment. Extending the round dining room table to an ellipse, 
Wenset up the net and spent energetic ‘hours: batting and retriev- 
ing the elusive celluloid ball. Bill soon grew to be a good match 
for Dad and they battled out many a set. Trailing as usual, I 
vied with Bill when Dad would not, and knocked the ball around 
with the kids who cried out eagerly to play. 

Dad invented several games that brightened our spare time-- 
especially spare in winter or on rainy days. To us they were an 
improvement over most commercial games. His own favorite was a 
baseball game, played with dice and button men. The board was 
drawn into a diamond shape with outfield, and the whole thing 
was organized true to the game itself. Cousin Bill was very 
fond of this, and often called for the board to be brought when 
he was visiting us. 


Dad.ance attempted: asfootball. game. too,.but- it was never 
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as spellbinding as Baseball, nor his other creations--Battlegame 
and Horse-racing. 

Bill and T°were particularly enamored of his Battlegame.. This, 
too, was played with a board, dice and several kinds of buttons. 
Based on Napoleon's military machine (Dad was a great admirer of 
Napoleon) there were infantry, cavalry, and Old Guard on both 
motes lt we chose totvary ethevrules a Little, .cannon,could» be 
employed. There were two forts. Infantry, cavalry and Old Guard 
eeeeeiacea different rate of travel’‘and capacity toxkill.: Men 
captured could be rescued within a certain number of moves. Forts 
were taken and retaken. The sphere for tactics and maneuvers was 
unlimited, and we spent happy hours over the game. 

The cavalry were, on. one side, a dashing set of brass nuts 
(the kind that screw on dry-battery terminals). Their opponents 
were a dangerous tribe of shoe buttons. The Old Guards might be 
almost any type Offi shignttyelaroer*bucton, bofawhicn wercould as- 
semble four alike. Sweater buttons were good. Some little red 
fellows, shaped like tomatoes,were very popular while they lasted 
and, like the cavalry, had tiny handles. The infantry were grate- 
ful to be small tin ‘Snappers: on®* one side’, and humble» shirt or 
underwear buttons on the other. 

Dad designed a permanent board for this game and lacquered 
mee SO thay orenduredsthe irigors® ofvbattie. for ia. longiwhihe, 
being used even when a rent in one side endangered the troops. 

The dice were important, too; we usually had pairs of the 
little ones that come in Parcheesi sets. These were varied by 


middle-sized ones, and Bill, if unlucky, sometimes called ina 
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die so large (an inch or so square) that it shook the board as 
it rolled and threatened to put both armies to rout. 

Another game that we spasmodically rejoiced in was Horse- 
racing. A two-by-six-inch board about four feet long was sided 
with lath. Into the business side of the board nails were driven-- 
sungie nails, and files of them forming banks and funnels, bays 
and delays. At the top were four to six parallel aisles where 
the starting horses lined up behind a pencil. One end of the 
board was raised by placing it on a chair seat. The horses, 
Enamping»at the bit behind their restraining barrier, were marbles. 
The instant the pencil was raised, they sprang from the post. Down 
the track they tore, bouncing and tinkling--sometimes falling over 
Bach other in their eagerness. We cheered them on, shouting en- 
Searagements to our own horse, urging him ‘to ever greater effort; 
bellowing with rage if anything like a foul occurred against him. 
Snagged temporarily by nails, slowed down in narrow defiles, they. 
often passed and repassed each other en route, the winner being 
Proce inst to leaprout upon the” floor. 

Every race was run ina frenzy of excitement--we rose or fell 
by our stables of alleys or glassies. Our fickle favor might have 
us worshipping at the shrine of say, Milkweed, today as his white 
form bounced to victory with glorious frequency. The next day 
Mothball, Mildew or Black Bottom might be the hero of the hour. 

As we each had a large collection of possible steeds (purchasable 
at ten cents the bag), our interest soon flagged in a clodhopper 
as we sought eagerly for a "sure win." 


One of the greatest horses of all time was a modest alley known 
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as Peabody. And indeed he had just that--a pea body. Small and 
Green like the soup the Frenchmen are reputed to love, he out- 
stripped everything, reducing all our former wonder-horses to 
mere plugs. He slithered between the obstructing nails with 
ease, and darted down the short, fast passages--he was a natural 
meee. “OF course’ a whole stable of peabodies was immediately 
pUrchased, but none quite equalled the original one. 

Mother and Dad had a set of poker chips and, though poker was 
beyond us, we had to find some game where we might play with them. 
So we took possession of a small roulette wheel in the house and 
evo onge: et) Noir, twirling a pea or®beeber shot.in’ the iittle 
cup with alternate black and red dents. From Dad we learned the 
Hemgomeand We Called’ forth "Faites! vos’ jeus, messieurs. Les jeus 
sont faits--rien ne va plus..." with what we hoped was the suavity 
of the croupiers at Monte Carlo. 

Three commercial games there were that we also enthused over. 
One was Parcheesi. Mother had loved it as a child and introduced 
it to us when we were quite young. We had many happy hours over 
it, cooking each other and speeding first into the heavenly Home. 

As far as the younger ones go, I need only mention the word 
“Monopoly" and they still grin all over. Shelt developed a perfect 
mania for the game, and even now he becomes a new man at the sight 
of the board. We have risen from rags to riches and gone back to 
Padstagargeinva couple” orenours*over this. delightful*game.* Years 
later I was told (whether true orfalse) that it had been invented 
by Scott Nearing to show up the evils of the capitalistic system. 


POeus eUunGughy eit snowed only thesevils*or virtues of dice. 
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We have peopled Vermont, Pennsylvania and New York Avenues 
with our mansions, only to see them swept into oblivion. We have 
owned two, three and four railroads, only to end up walking the 
Sereets. We have acquired fistfuls of $500 in bills, only to have 
them melt away before a siege of adversity. We have grinned with 
Meuigit. over our houses on Boardwalk and Park Place, and cringed 
at the rent exacted by someone, else living there. We have shouted 
Meeeives NOarse cataloging the merits and irrestibility of our 
hotels, and decried the poor hovels offered by our opponents. And so 
it went. To us Monopoly was second only to Chess. 

Weumiaxed Chess and had: played it a lot with Cousin Bill in his 
[euimeeso ne Caught his son Bill to play at an early age. And, of 
Sugeeew . Mad tO learn it, too, and I did. But I was never good at 
it. Other games are largely a matter of dice--or the cards--but 
Meena, Cness!) Here the old qray matter, if any, shows: up. 

Bill was a born Chess player. Many an hour I have spent lying 
behind Dad on his bed, watching him and Bill (who was seated on the 
femet side of the little folding table we studied at in the morn- 
ings) lock horns in long and deadly conflict. Having finally taken 
Dad's hint about hair attention, I brushed and combed his black 
mop as he played, but took care to miss none of the moves, only 
wishing myself like Bill--a worthy opponent. Mother always referred 
Powis s1i chissSstage of Passion as “the chessnuts." 

By age ten or eleven, it seems to me, Bill was so good he occa- 
Sionally won, and Dad was no slouch as a player. Bill always gave 
Dad a good battle and, unless suffering a complete breakdown, he 


inevitably reduced me to hash after a few moves. 
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We were electrified at Dad's recounting of the achievements 
of Morphy, the great European chess player. Morphy sometimes 
took on as many as twenty people at once and, playing blindfolded, 
passed back and forth before the line of boards. His opponents' 
moves were described to him, he kept all the games in his head at 
once, and he never lost a game. I was sorrowful, but not surprised, 
to hear that he finally went crazy. 

Our Cousin Bill Manley was as wild about Chess as he was about 
Menage wand hardly had his vibrant presence gotten its foot in the 
door than he'd yell, 

foot, Oring on. the chessmen!" 

The set would appear by magic and the game was on. They played 
game after game, our Bill usually winning by the time he was 12. 
Bill Manley took his Chess seriously. He brooded over every move. 
After ten minutes, he would move his queen's bishop's pawn one space 
fOrward. My brother Bill, who had been reading a magazine, would 
take a quick glance at the board and advance, say, a knight. Another 
Gight minutes while Bill tried to see what Bill was up to; a cautious 
Move With his.castie, At a growl from his opponent, brother, Bill 
emerged from his literature, and again moved with dispatch, to re- 
turn swiftly to his Pesci NGcsiel CosiiakednOoulreWwOrLNy. i COUSTO Wier ainy 
to be so off-handedly defeated. An infrequent victory and he was 
carried away with joy, trumpeting forth his triumph, and he never 
ceased to cling to it for sustenance in his subsequent dark hours. 

I knew just how he felt. 

This would seem to be a good time to talk about Cousin Bill 

and his occasional visits in more detail. We were always trans- 


ported with rapture as soon as we heard of his coming. The moment 
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his big masculine figure burst upon the scene, we were in the 
Elysian fields. 

He was very dark, with coal-black hair and dark eyes. The 
house practically quivered with the force of his personality. He 
was the sort of person whom you can feel come into a room, even 
though you do not see him and he makes no sound. Vibrations 
Peoved Out, On Hin like tingling currents of, electricity. . We 
Seeegnced in waiting on-him hand and foot. The casual order, 

Satie yest OUaACCOsDGUCH Thonawme,; will you, BLiLLe" nad my brother 
dashing off with an enthusiasm that filled our parents with 
amazement. We were proud to be of the least service to this hand- 
some demigod. 

Although nine years younger, he was almost a brother to Dad-- 
they had spent a good deal of their childhoods together. Dad, 
with Ais own Shakespearean pursuits, had had Bill lisping, 

i Ceticnec to. bed, .hrantbhitheoo, irom Hamlet, as, soon. as ihe 
pould talk. 

Dad and Mother had been’ living .in Franklin, Massachusetts, 
airing part of .Bill's Harvard years, and he was often about the 
house there. Mother, as well as Dad, was devoted to him, a senti- 
ment which he reciprocated. 

Cousin Bill's younger sister Mary occasionally visited 
Dad and Mother, too, and Mary recently told me that she has never 
loved any woman, not even her own mother, as she loved ours. 

The house during Bill's visits was filled with good-natured 
cussing, accompanied by pipe smoke and laughter. He always had a 
pocketful of hilarious stories, and Dad and Mother were sometimes 


reduced to much the same hysterical state of merriment that Dad 
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induced in us. It was wonderful to see them together--humor, like 
miashnes of Lightning, illuminating) the clouds of tobacco s Mother, 
as well as Dad, had a great sense of humor. 

Dad had a strange way of laughing. When something struck him 
wemreatly funny, a sort of inner combustion occurred. He shook all 
Beomeeecnoked, clutched his stomach and got red in the face, unable 
to emit any real sound. There was only a small noise like a 
kitten sneezing. Something hilarious had him almost in agony be- 
Pevcewne Could not get the laughter out. More than once in a 
movie house, during a good comedy, he had to get up and go out in 
order to survive, fleeing up the aisle doubled over and quaking 
feowmem@acciculate mirth. So, occasionally ddring some of Bill's 
anecdotes, Dad had to leave the room, returning only when he had 
recuperated from the inner convulsions. 

Pevotieuvweanue Dad spoCh. snowed sthevactor Ss tstrainigin the 
fomply. Both Dad's parents had been on the stage. His father, 
William Shakespeare Stafford, had become stage-struck after appear- 
mgein a college production in his second year at Massachusetts 
Seow cute Of Technology © His father, a banker and later a member 
of the Chicago Board of Trade, helped William to obtain the neces- 
Sary stage training. After spending a year as a spear carrier 
and such in the famous acting company of (Edwin) Booth and Barrett, 
he made his debut as Shylock for one matinee at the old Boston 
Museum (a theatre). He must have passed this final acting exam 
because his father gave him enough money to form his own acting 
company, with which he toured the United States. 

Dad's Mother, Evalyn Foster, was born in Milwaukee. Her father, 


SGLornevegenecal OF Wisconsin, anc all her family encouraged ‘her 
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Since Dad's father died in January, 1897, this sheet of his theatrical 
company's stationery is at least 9]. years old. 
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desire to become an actress even though it was not well rated in 
those days as a profession for women. She got the best stage 
training available in New York City and made her debut as Camille 
in 1880. 

Poe cie col OLOvomiam il Vewivedmin Cnicagovingthe car lyn oooNs. 
His mother, who loved the theatre (as her choice of her oldest son's 
Seeds name Shows), chanced to see Evalyn Foster in a: play there. -She 
immediately told her son, who happened to be at home, to go and see 
her. William Stafford went, he saw, she conquered as he dashed 
backstage after the play to ask her to become his leading lady. 
Saemegreed and joined his touring theatre company. In June, 1885, 
he proposed to her in Newburgh, New York, and on August 25, 1885, 
they were married on Block Island. 

EouSsin bit iS MoOLhner sent a, wasswWwalliam stafford’s»sister 
Boea, singer. An Irish actor from Liverpoal, England, named 
Frederic Manley, was a member of her brother's company, where he 
played villains and comedians. Bertha fell in love with Frederic 
Manley, and they, too, were married. 

50 both Dad and; Cousin Bill were genetically loaded for the 
weege. Bill, at least. became a playwright, but’ Dad's histrionics 
were enjoyed only by his family. Dad could describe a scene or 
tell a story with matchless tone and gesture, and often had us 
doubled up and staggering about in spasms of helpless laughter. 
Mother was only slightly behind us in mirth, laughing until she 
cried when he really got going. Dad confessed to using this 
dramatic talent occasionally to dissemole when the need arose-- 


usually to escape from too-long-winded friends and acquaintances-- 
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and) it came in handy. He missed his calling in a way; only a 
terrible shyness spoiled the stage as a career for him. 

One of Bill's best stories was a description of a 1918 war 
fepecaence.s; Calledsout of.college: in, .I. think, his late junior 
year, he was soon overseas--oddly enough in a company commanded 
Mmeamannier’ Ss cousin, Richmond Lennox Brown. His story told of his 
troubles in trying to untangle a large spool of barbed wire--with 
gestures--and was very funny. 

Actually Bill did not spend much time with barbed wire. His 
officers discovered his talent for drama, and he was so popular 
With them that he was soon sent behind the lines to entertain the 
Meetowithe tis literary efforts... Dad told us. that, Bill had 
written a very amusing one-act play then, entitled "The Crow's 
Nest," which is still acted by amateur groups. The entire action 
takes Olace aloft in a ship's lookout. 

Another tale I loved to hear him tell was how he got a war 
degree from Harvard, although Pe NAO nO COURSS Deen around 
eomgtraduate with his class... Fishing addict that he was,.he always 
maintained that his idea of the perfect job would be The Chair of 
ery-Fashing. at Harvard. 

During his visits, the entire household was demoralized, and we 
abandoned ourselves to three or four days of complete delight. Dad 
would get out his elderberry or dandelion wine, and we would stay 
up erent all hours. Pec LO Cee Ce tOOUL Se was Chee Ome Tote ne. ey 
unless it was winter, when Bill entered into our skiing and coasting 
activities with all the enthusiasm of a boy. He would borrow Dad's 
skis, his tobacco, his sweaters, his hats and his pants. And usually 


he managed to carry off something of Dad's as well as leave something 
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of “his own behind. 

Once, after the usual sad leave-taking and Bill had driven 
off, he was seen to stop halfway down the Big Hill. He got out and 
yelled something. Bill and I leapt forward. 

Emy coon! ne "shouted, "My orvot—-tootnl it's -inmy room, by 
the bed." 

And we tore up the lawn like a brace of steers, clattered up- 
stairs, and gathered it up from the bedside stand in its wisp of 
tissue paper. 

When Bill left, a dreadful gloom fell upon us. The sudden 
departure of his vital presence, the abrupt termination of our 
memiioeor Mmitarity, emptied tne world for us... Our parents, too, 
felt let down and exhausted from the debauch and were apt to be 
tess sympathetic than usual. We had been living on sun-drenched 
Olympus and now awoke at the foot of the mountain to the light of 
common day. Everything was stale and unprofitable. Nervously 
debilitated, as. we all were, I seriously questioned whether, indeed, 
life were worth living any more--for a few hours. But, of course, we 
Seon reli’ back into”our normal “rounds and the glooms were forgotten. 

AUeCHSelLI MS oli dndma COU LavOravtor, (uenry Priske vanLton, 
were writing radio plays together, "The Bible Dramas." Carlton, 
as I understand it, outlined the plot and Bill did the chief writing, 
Mor ne was a past master “at witty and delightful dialogue. These 
Sunday afternoon programs were aired every Sunday for awhile and 
were later published in two volumes. 

Working together, Bill and Carlton followed these by a weekly 


serial called “The Stebbins Boys. Later on came “The Saconyland 
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Sketches," a weekly program on which Bill first introduced his 
"Snow Village”setting and characters, with the two wonderful old 
Yankees played by Arthur Allen and Parker Fennelly. These later 
developed into a separate series of considerable popularity which 
Bill wrote alone, and they have been revived and continued several 
times. Bill once said that the only sure-fire joke was one with 
the word "pants" in it, but his own humor was quite free from all 
vulgarity, and he stopped writing for the radio more than once when 
his sponsor (or its advertising agency) sought to lower his stan- 
dards. 

Near the little town of Madison, New Hampshire, where Bill 
lived, was a town called Snowville. Although there was no con- 
nection, it began receiving credit for being.Bill's inspiration 
for the setting of the "Snow Village" sketches. Eventually, in 
pride at its notoriety, it officially changed its name to Snow 
Village. 

About 1926 or so, Bill had his first play produced on Broadway. 
fnesene had writtent without) a’ collaborator...) It: wasva production 
called "Shooting Shadows." Dad went down to the opening--his one 
and only trip to New York City of which I am aware except for the 
one at the time of Grandpa's death. Dad's report of this occasion 
was not a happy one. The play was not an overwhelming success, 
Seemougn criessot wAutThHoriY Authors hadebrought’ Bill forth: for a 
PeeiecurtLAainespeeccn.. feithinks, judgingmehiefly by its title, that 
the play was a detective story--but remembering Dad's forestry 
apurclercalicdw’ Skeleton’ rbanting,/) Is am cautious’. 


Perhaps it was in 1929 when Bill's second play, "Wild Waves" 
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broke upon the wreck-strewn beach of Broadway. Brock Pemberton 
produced it. This time Mother and;Iy went down for the opening, 

both of us in a dither of excitement. Mother loved the theatre--and 
she never went to New York without buying tickets to one show at 
least. Grace Haxworth, Dad's mother's sister, and the theatre 

were her sure destinations, in that order, for she was devoted to 
Grace and Bill Haxworth, as they to her. Mother always exclaimed 
with pleasure at seeing a letter from Grace in the mailbox--invari- 
ably long and delightfully newsy, they were rich with her inimitable 
brand of whimsical humor. 

Though it is vague in my memory, I think we had dinner with 
Baaeerang Bill on the occasion af Cousin Bill's opening night. 

"Wild Waves" was about the then relatively unexploited field 
Puma, and. of course, Bill knew whereof he wrote. 1. do, not eee 
ber much about it except that John Beal sang into a microphone. 

It was his first Broadway chance, and he went on to bigger and 
possibly better things. At best the whole show was over my head. 

Pov ese of Authors sAuthoniverdid notebring: Bil out »<andulewas 
deeply disappointed, for this was the moment I had been living for. 

After the show we went backstage and joined Bill's sister Mary 
and her husband, McGrew Kimball, a pale amiable young man. They 
were quite newly married and had a little walkup apartment in "The 
Village." We four went down there in a cab, and I was terribly 
impressed by "Mac" with his cane, tails and top hat. He looked, 
Mother said afterwards, like a stagedoor johnny. This expression 
of opinion has left me with an indelible picture of this species of 
male. Not ever having seen one for myself, I continue to accept her 


judgment. 
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Bitl and his wife Armenell ("Army") soon arrived at the flat 
and we all had a drink--gingerale for me. What hilarity, what laugh- 
ter and effervescent fun! Bill, even in mental street clothes, was 
something to experience, but that night he simply overflowed the 
tiny place. He took me on his lap and, like Hamlet, demanded, 

"Madam, how like you this play?" 

Brecourse.,.loving him, I loved it. And Bill loved me. Every-— 
thing was wonderful, delirious! 

Finally, Mac Phe ed downstairs to PICK UO ethers tmeOLULon sein 
the morning papers that could be expected to carry the critics' 
reviews, and tore back upstairs with them. Here my memory mercifully 
blanks out. 

PUuieueeCCitics were, none. too, Kind to Bill's play..,."Wild: Waves" 
Stayed open only three weeks. But that was long enough for Bill to 
sell the film rights to Hollywood. Years later, a movie was released 
meee (ne Big Broadcast_of, 1932," starring, Bing Crosby...In the 
opening shots, just before the unveiling of the names of the worthies 
who produce, direct and photograph, we were electrified to read: 

"Based on the Broadway success, ‘Wild Waves,' by William Ford 


Manley." 
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CHAR Ei 


TROUT FISHING 


With the prankishness of youth which delights in practical 
Meaeeoee we Cid not let April First go by unnoticed. It had its 
share of vanishing money, exciting pieces of news that proved to 
See eorii Fool!".and paper-stuffed bananas. But it was for the 
moment of April Fifteenth that we really lived. April 15th--the 
Memeceeay of trout fishing in Massachusetts. 

We were always ready for it. Ample worms had been dug and 
confined to empty tobacco cans; a fresh supply of snelled barbless 
hooks had been obtained from Turner's or Finkle's; we had taken out 
Our rods and reels, testing our lines for weaknesses, and oiling our 
Peers, 1 got out my fishing vest--an old garment of Dad's. Its 
numerous pockets were gloriously ready to contain all my equipment-- 
Spare hooks, a six-inch measuring stick, leaders and flies. 

On The Day, we were up early and, rain or shine, prepared to 
go fishing. Kindly parents lightened the work this day. One of 
Gyeeariiest poems tells the story of one such April fishing trip, 
complete with mundane descriptions of chores, lunch eaten, and catch 
@ieeone fish. 

There were three local brooks available to our rods--the Lodge 
Brook, the Farm Brook, flowing just above and past the house, and the 
Meadow Brook. In the early days all three of these were stocked 
yearly. We were excited when two or three full-sized milk cans ar- 
rived from the State. Looking inside, we beheld the water black 


with fins. Only about five inches long, the tiny fish grew large 
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in our imaginations--already we saw ourselves hauling them out at 

menevnches at: least: Watching them as they were released, we saw 

knots of them dissolve into black streaks as they darted away, re- 
joicing to be free. 

The Meadow Brook was, I remember, the favorite ofeusaliyee there 
was something undernourished about the Farm Brook, and its itrout 
seemed to be the same. Besides, it soon flowed into the Meadow Brook 
"and was drowned." 

There was something ominous and foreboding about the Lodge 
Brook, winding as it did through dark hemlock woods with Argh; 
Flowerless banks on either side. Little sunlight penetrated and 
only a bold bird-spirit disturbed thethalf=light®with a Chirp S* And: 
for me at least, there were strangely few fish. 

But the sunny Meadow Brook was a delight all the way down from 
meadow to meadow. This stream was lit with Clumps of Marsh Mari- 
golds; Houstonias, Hepaticas and Violets were to be found decking 
Beaedanks. ‘Ini late May, the lush green ranks of Hellebore sprang up 
everywhere and became a breast-high jungle. Most of the way down, 
the Bretts' pasture was on the right bank, and the pleasant tintina- 
bulation of cowbells sounded from afar. 

And, oh, the wondrous Pools the Meadow Brook contained! What 
of the three Big Pools, always faithful in their tribute? What of 
the fabulous Lower Meadow, so rich in Finny hordes? Well, why 
don't we go fishing down the Meadow Brook? 

We start by the road just at the foot of Cite 2 Bio eh Tush. eR tight 
here is a promising pool, and by drawing straws, we win it from our 


companion. (When two or more of us went fishing together, we always 
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took turns.) Standing on the south side of the bridge, we lower 

our enticing worm down among the alders. We sometimes use wet flies 
but not this early in the Veal so Wiieul tsi ane snot sto ube foaled by so 
glaring an anachronism in April. And, in any case, although we talk 
much of being fly fishermen, in our heart of hearts, we put our 
trust in the faithful angle worm. 

Now, as we lower our line, our hook, of course, gets snagged once 
or twice, and perhaps we mutter, "Oh, fudge"--or words to that effect. 
Cautiously we peer down over the edge of the bridge, and see our worm 
Squirming alluringly in space. LHe witli edeleassuringyolon vehewra lis 
into the water just where we wanted him--well, almost. We let out 
Slack line so our noble bait is carried downstream in a natural way. 
Suddenly we feel a sharp tug. We yank--and up into the air flies 
Our line, wrapping itself around a branch. 

"Shucks!" we say as we try to shake it down unobtrusively. We 
twist the rod, jiggle the line, and finally she comes loose. Thank 
goodness. There's a big fish down there! 

On the hook now dangles only a segment of our former Offtering. 
Catching the line, we add a fresh worm. nepoviate the finst biteror 
the season, we think how good it is to be fishing again, and we 
lower away once more. 

The whopper bites again--and again we miss him. 

"Darn!" We were over-anxious. This time in jerking up, we've 
sunk our hook in a branch up over the POO rh Veestraining talivernins 
we manage to pull the twig within reach. Hoping the trout will not 


notice our inexplicable shape hanging out into space, or the sudden 
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agitation of the shrubbery, we manage to free our hook. Luckily, 
mee ear tis ’sStill* all Tight. *In goes the line a third time--and we 
hold our breath as we let the worm float downstream. By George, 
there he strikes again! 

Peevergou him!” “With a®convulsive jerk, we snap him out, 
casting him wildly t0. CO Vine Oras sr 

Rushing over, we seize the line and hold him Up.” “He tS "Six 
inches! He's--is he? Better measure. He's Only >s sinehness 
snpucks again! We dash to the other side of the DETOGesto ewe cols 
hands and return to our gasping fish. The barbless hook is easier 
to undo than the usual kind and does the trout far less harm. Now 
he is tossed in upstream so he will not alarm the larger fish we 
Mepesare still inthe pool. (Picking up fishewith dry hands is 
forbidden. It removes some delicate, protective membrane or Slime, 
and it nearly always results in a fFungoid growth appearing on the 
Pome fish's body.) 

Our companion, let's say Bill, for it could only be he in the 
early days, is meanwhile impatient to get fishing himself. 

"That's all here" he assures US, OlUWempersist iy wrying 
again. Surely what we caught was something smaller than our first 
two bites. However, our third worm drifts down the current undis— 
turbed. We get snagged on a submerged log. We tug--no good. To 
extricate ourselves, we have to go down and unhook it by hand. Any- 
thing in the pool is now alarmed as we thrash about on the shore, 
SO we continued on. 


Bill, of course, gets the next pool but does not manage to raise 
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a fin. Our next pool is also unproductive. Then Bill snakes out 

a reluctant fingerling some three inches long which wriggles free 

and flops back into the stream. Soon we are at the end of the meadow. 
Climbing the wire fence, we move with greater ease in the more open 
woods. 

By chance Bill now falls heir to one of our favorite pools. 

It is a deep one, with a small waterfall DOdLa nds los lies deve Vow 
birch drips its branches shelteringly over it. We hardly ever fail 
in this happy spot. Now we mention how much we love Lit ye OD GU Mitel yee 
yet without real hope, knowing the rule of the turn system. Some- 
times there have been disputes over what constitutes a DO Ga eb iT 
feeeveehy known to try artifice if it looked as though I was to get 
a choice spot where he wanted to fish. 

PeOOK," he would cry to.me as.aif conferrinac a ReVOeD Teeas Um os ie 
Caugnt a huge one there last time. Try there," pointing to. an un- 
likely riffle. When very little I swallowed these fish stories, or 
pretended to, but later on insisted on my rights. Quite the reverse 
was true when going fishing later with Shelt and Dood. They were 
Forever offering me the most enticing places. Such is the virtue 
of being older--and because I always refused such generous offers. 

Now Bill seems unwilling to give up our beloved pool to us. 

He creeps within rod's reach and tosses his worm in from a crouching 
position. In no time, we see his rod-end twitch just, asehemflings 

it high, anda trout--a good trout--flies in among the leaves on the 
Opposite bank. He hurries over, and it is found to be an eight-incher. 
(We always kill the fish at once by bending its head back to break 


its neck.) The season is indeed begun! 
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Whitesodlte cutswat forked Sticke to Carry the trout, we move on 
to our next hole. No luck--not a creature is stirring) te least 
not a fish. Soon the brook curves to the right and there is a 
good stretch ahead. We step caublousiyaupetot an alluring spot, and, 
crouching down, cast in. We get a stiff strike. Pulling hard, we 
horse our trout out of water--he's pig. Bute het sv al sos gone Mainane= 
quately hooked, he fell back in. And despite jour ibestierfforteremne 
Cannot be induced to bite again. 

"Phooey!" We pricked him. 

Peeve next pool’ Billitgets’ another! fish. Pane) Droutednds ae 
soar up into an overhanging limb, just out of reach. Bending the 
limb down, he gets hold of the line. The fish is just over legal 
Size and is added to his catch. Darn it, Werive "Couto. getebusyi! 

Just where the brook turns again almost in a hairpin curve, we 
have another old faithful pool, but this time it lets us down. Not 
a nibble. Two turns lower down we get an unlikely shallow place 
and carelessly toss in, standing boldly on the bank in plain sight. 
Good heavens, we get a bite--and we have a fish! Startled into a 
quick yank, we tweak him into the lap we have just made by Falling 
Over backwards. He's good--he's excellent--he's over seven inches! 
And we feel better, as we cut our carrying-stick. 

What a grand day it is. How good to hear the familiar roar of 
the brook in our ears again. Crows call from the distant edge of 
the pasture--a song sparrow is heard in a pine across the stream. 

A large clump of Marigolds bristling with buds pleases our eye. It 
is great to be fishing again! And we splash happily across the 


brook. Each trip down we cross in almost the same SVOLRe Kiiiseieke 
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=) a paper route--the same pools always see us, and narrows, shallows 
and rapids are ignored, as we know from experience theyearerunpnogi+— 
able. 

Bill meanwhile has hooked something about 44 inches long and in 
his zeal flung it into a swamp hole. Now he is trying to snag the 
poor little fellow out by hand to restore him to his native haunts. 

The fishing just in here is not so good, but we are approach- 
ing the three Big Pools. These are our delight--they and the Meadow 
Brook below are the highlights of our trips. We cannot remember when 
the pools failed to yield at least one good trout--often more. So we 
Give the next fifty yards of stream short shrift. A Fingerling un- 
baits our hook; we slip on a wet rock and all but sit down in the 
shallows; we trip over a log and spill half our worms, which have to 

3) be retrieved. 

It is time to cast an eager eye ahead to see how the three pools 
will work out. One of us will get only one--but this Te yeOn caunse- 
the Middle Pool, really worth the other two. We have all often 
laughed about this business of pools. Why, we asked each other, 
ene ysome pools sovattractive’to fish and others not? 

Some pools can hardly cool off after a trout has been hooked out 
before another moves right in and sets up housekeeping. Are pools 
chosen because they are good providers, well furnished and have no 
exposure? Sure it is that the choice rentals are Snapped up, while 
other pools remain almost entirely untenanted. The rule seems to be-- 
big pool, big fish; but there are plenty of exceptions. And some finny 
apartments which look good to our amateur eye--with deep water, shelv- 


ap) ing rock or sunken logs and, say, an insect-yielding tree bending 
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Over the water--remain vacant. We have vainly dropped our lines 
again and again into such pools, just because they looked so fishy. 
And apparently something is fishy to the trout, for they reject them 
as homes. 

This time Bill gets the two Big Pools, and we watch in suspense 
as he puts his line in the first one. But, although he floats it 
down with consummate skill, nothing happens. Of course, ipa SOSe 
Saety ingthe season: the brook. is high, the water cold® Gheitish 
undoubtedly sluggish and well-fed. When the stream runs nighsetheir 
Food is plentiful, being washed in by flood waters. Here and now 
Petemicejtst no sign of a fin. 

SO we steal up to the Middle Pool, crouching behind a jutting 
rock. We make sure our worm looks Lemptingwand tossehim iasisuast 
where the water boils in at the head of the pool. Thus the worm is 
borne by the current--and ought to be swept right into a big fellow's 
mouth. Trout seem to have a caste system that is predicated on size. 
Might makes right in fishy domains as it does in some human ones. 
Where two or more fish abtide, as they will in large pools, the biggest 
gets the upper end, nearest the down-coming food, and thus eats his 
Fill first--and so on down. This is so implacable a rule that we can 
be almost certain that the first fish caught from a pool is its 
largest tenant, unless we have pricked or otherwise alarmed some 
Sariicnvone.» If the»biq=boyeunwarily lets himsehf get snapped out 
into a frying pan, the next in size moves up. 

Today the big fellow is feeding, for we feel a hearty Stuqse And: 
reacting almost simultaneously with trained reflexes, OUD Tricniearm 
Flings the rod high--but, shucks, he only cleaned our hook. wWe 


rebait eagerly, hoping he failed to taste our steel. Our worm goes 
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waeecaking the’ same route as-before. ~The trout hits’ the bait 
again, and this time we give a shorter, harder jerk. The line 
does not break water. We see see it dash obliquely under the 
jutting rock and there's a steady pull. Too fearful of loss to 
Peeyevim in sporting style, we horse him in, hauling’ him far up 
on the bank. 

Seeereye Seog ie He must toesten and asl. she must be at least 
ten....he must be--well, he's over nine inches!" What a beauty; 
what a handsome sleek fellow he is--what a tasty dish he'll make!" 
And we show him to Bill who expresses admiration. Again we feel 
better--much better. 

Nothing but a five-incher comes out of our Middle Pool now, 

SO we abandon it. With the innocence of youth, although tweaked 
out of water and even pricked, small trout often foolishly bite 
again and again and use up worms. 

Bill has already crept down to ke Third Pool. He gets several 
strikes but cannot seem to hook in, and the ue trout are soon wise. 
Now his bait goes only into the mouths of babes and fingerlings. 

The next few pools before we reach the fence are strangely 
Silent today. But we climb the fence and, eager to reach the meadow, 
marry through the underbrush. ‘The brook is too lost in thickets to 
be fished here anyway. In a few minutes we crawl through the strands 
of a barbed wire fence and are in the good meadow at last. 

It looks just as it has in other years, bathed in sunshine. 

Too wet to grow up to more than swamp grass, it remains free and 
open. The brook unwinds a serpentine ribbon along the left side. 


In the summer, when we are barefoot, we often take dips when we 
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Mims thi shing, out 1t LS still, too cold for™ that, and we haveenip- 
DOOts on. Wriggling our confined toes, we notice our feet feel 
Meret and stuffy. 

Here, because there really are no pools, we fish alternate 
Strips of stream. Hardly taking our hooks out of the water, we let 
OUr worms drift along with the current. The sandy banks are undercut 
Beeeiere the trout lurk. But there is little protection for the 
angler; stalking largely along the bank as we do, we let out plenty 
of line so the worm will float well ahead of us. 

Bill starts off by the fence at an overhanging bush, and, giving 
his strip a wide berth, we approach the brook lower down. Ina 
minute or two there's a shout and he has another trout. Bill is 
having the darnedest luck, we mumble to ourselves. 

"How Dor? Se Wel snoutaco it Mm. 

"Seven inches," he yells back after an interval for the quick 
killing and measuring. 

Sinacs five now," we shout™suggestively. Not bad=at all’ for 
Meet icrst day Of fishing. But somebody has to’ catch a sixth to feed 
tne Six trout-eaters in the family. We plunge into renewed activity. 
Walking slowly downstream, our casual worm tumbles along the sandy 
bottom ahead. Darn! There goes a nice one! He saw us and darted 
upstream. A moment later we get a bite, but we miss and it is not 
repeated. 

Bill gallops by, outfield. Soon we are passing him (Dad ac- 
cuses us both of being marathon runners on the brook!), and we are 
delighted to find the old sunken bridge in our territory. Our worm 
Floats innocently down under it. We feel a nibble--we yank. And 
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and snags are forever nibbling. Now as we tug, our rod bends and 
nothing more. 

Jerking is vain, so we walk right up to the spot where our 
line disappears. It is stuck way down under. Reckless, we point the 
fmeoeat it and pull hard, very hard. Our Line snaps abruptly, and 
fund in We see we have left our hook and nine-tenths of a new 
leader as a souvenir. AS we put on another leader and hook, we 
are again passed. Just as our new hook with its pristine worm goes 
fepeearriom, CGill lands another, the lucky dog! That is four to our 
two. We go down and have a look at his sleek quartette, but mere 
numbers Can not dim the luster of our big one. He is a good inch 
longer than any of the rest. 

The last quarter of the meadow yields nothing more than one 
undersized youngun, and we do not go beyond the meadow. Bill once 
went all the way down, emerging finally at the Main Road to Monterey 
Preeeeisct below the meadow if is. discouragingly brushy. Besides, it 
is getting late, and we are getting hungry. We have caught a quorum 
of six and so we start home, dropping a half-hearted line in here and 
there as we go back up the wet grassland. 

Once back in the woods, we fish only sketchily until we reach 
tie Hig Pools. These we again fish with care. No signs of life. 
So, reeling in and taking down our rods, we cut up the steep bank 
formeome. We glance at our fishyfrom time to time; it is good to 
see trout hanging on our sticks again. Mother is to get the Big 
pevlow, sue is so fond of trout. 

There was the time when we took Mother's cousin Chick down to 


the Meadow Brook. Chick liked to fish as much as Bill Manley did. 
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This was when we were quite small, and it was CrCl Sye othe 
We were prepared to dislike him, jealous as we were for Cousin js PARAL A 
the one cousin we then knew. Mother asked us to dig some worms so 
Chick could go fishing, and we did so with reluctance. Cousim Bilt 
was a real sportsman, we told ourselves, and he always used flies. 
Although we mostly "dredged" with worms ourselves, we admired those 
who could take fish on a fly and scorned to use anything else--like 
Dad. 

This new cousin was a New York lawyer, and a Yale man. 

MI'il bet," Bill announced to me as we went after WO TAS we ies set 
think we're just country bumpkins." 

I had never heard this last word Detore, \bUb Aitb—sounded tindesir— 
able, and I was impressed with Bill's vocabulary. I often was, 
even when he mispronounced a word. A Family joke was the way he 
First said "bosom." To him it rhymed with "blossom"--really danger- 
ous in its closeness to another Dart of the anatomy. 

When "Chick" arrived and we got to know him we were entranced. 
(His real name was Lyndon, after Grandpa Arnold, Mother's father.) 
Two people could hardly be more unlike than Chick and Bill Manley, 
and we continued to give Bill first place, but Chick--short, stocky 
and blond--was pleasant and amusing. He called Mother "E" and had 
the most wonderfully hearty laugh--throwing his head back and emit- 
ting loud hawhaws. He liked Chiddven stoo, and ne noticed: us—— 
always a winning trait in anyone. 

One afternoon during his visit we took him down to the Meadow 


Brook, a great privilege had he but known it. Luck was with us abl. 


‘ 
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We caught twenty trout, about evenly divided among us, and Chick 
had a good time. Mother was delighted that he had been shown a 
pleasant afternoon, and we were Glad of her gladness. 

The next time Chick appeared, he brought a friend along 
Named Henry Bishop. Our cousin called him "Hen." The juxtaposi- 
tion of Hen and Chick delighted us. Mr. Bishop had a nervous afflic- 
tion: his left eye kept closing, whether he willed it or not. And 
Dad inadvertently pulled a boner. Laughing politely over one of our 
Meese oeserious marks, Dad said, 

"You're joking--with that wink!" 

Fishing was ostensibly forbidden at the Lodge Pool--a sign in 
Bemtetetters beside it said so. But Visiting State officials and 
their guests were privileged to fish there if they wished to do so. 
The Lodge Pool had always seemed to us kids the quintessence of 
Tich fishing grounds, although we were seldom allowed to fish there, 
and then only with flies. Standing on the bridge at the foot of 
the Pool, we could often see trout--big ones, too, darting about. 
Once we were electrified by the sight of an albino, flashing along 
in the dark water like an uneasy ghost. 

Few of the State people cared for fishing, so the sacred waters 
of the pool were rarely profaned by worm or even Fly, and every 
trout, we felt sure, must be as innocent of hooks as a newborn 
fingerling. The Lodge Pool must indeed be the dwelling place of 
giant trout--ten, twelve, perhaps even fourteen and sixteen inches 
huge. In endless quantities. 


50 Bill and I and Dad, too, were unhappy when Jim Morris, 
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Boeone of his not infrequent visits from Amherst, brought along a 
medico friend. An ardent fisherman, this rank outsider rushed 
joyously down to the Lodge Pool and (with worms!) dredged out we 
could not guess how many enormous fish. He himself told Dad of 
Deewouccess. “Weeallfelttthat; iff we could*not have those trout, 
why should Dr. Hassenpfeffer have himself an orgy--they were our 
Own special fish. It was an outrage. 

The next year we were forwarned by Jim Morris that he was 
Soar U5inging good Dr. Hassenpfeffer, fishrod in hand. Dad de- 
cided that something had to be done. Armed with pails as well as 
the usual fishing accoutrements--and worms--we three sallied forth 
to the Lodge. It was early in the cool of a June evening, getting 
on toward dusk. 

First Dad exercised his wrist in some dry-fly casting while 
we watched with admiring eyes. We had both tried it--and I at 
least was an experienced fly-snapper-offer, and line-in-a-tree- 
on-the-backcast-snagger. The sight of Dad taking several trout 
G@eeees tlies had us frantic to begin. And soon he gave us the 
Signal to go ahead. 

For two wild and wonderful hours Bill and I fished in the 
Bocge ool hauling in trout--good trout; tbig trouteand “huge -lun- 
kers. The biggest was fourteen inches plus, I believe, which Bill 
caught, and many ran to a foot. (Shelt groans with envy when I 
recount to him this evening when he was, alas, too young to share 
in it.) We nearly went crazy ourselves in the frenzied success 


of our efforts. We were drunk with glory. It was a trout fisher- 
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man's paradise. We wore paths like highways along the sides of the 
pool from trotting up and down. 

Of course, we used barbless hooks (always), and each fish was 
carefully unhooked and put in a large pail of fresh water. Soon 
three buckets were black with finny wonder. It became so dark that 
We Could hardly see to bait our busy hooks, but still we fished. 
Finally, Dad dragged us away, protesting--after we had tried to 
Pevereue dali signs of our active hours. Once in the car, we found 
we were exhausted. Getting home, we filled the bathtub to the 
BOInt Where it drained out the overflow, kept a little trickle of 
fresh water coming in, and installed all the fish there overnight. 
Semee.Orious it was, in the morning, to go in and look at the 
dark lengths of them. We turned them loose in the Farm and Meadow 
Brooks, putting many of the largest up at the Big Well House Pool. 

Dr. Hassenpfeffer came and fished--but he caught not. 

BectereUNCeTStand) itr he muttered to Dad 1 couldnt raise 
Ae. te:.. 

SubUedonstecayt) Ssaiduour tathner.. And Dr. Hassenpfeffer de- 
parted disgruntled--and came no more. 

Post mranOUs Omedt at rOut fishing, stories 1s the time Bil 
Manley arrived with his literary collaborator, Henry Fiske Carlton. 
Bill came equipped for serious fishing. He had his own hand-tied 
Flies, a $50 rod, special light-weight line and, above all, a new 
trout net which he longed to break in. 

He and Carlton, as big and lumbering as himself, filled the 
house with tobacco smoke and enthusiastic masculinity. Bill in 


plus-fours looked larger than ever. Carlton did not fish but 
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wanted to see Bill in action. Like us, he had listened to cubic 
hours of talk from Bill on his pisquatorial prowess--of the wonder- 
Ful Maine fishing grounds, of Sebago Lake, Moosehead Lake and Moose- 
lookmeguntic, where you practically had to stand behind a tree to 
bait your hook. (Even now these names inspire awe in me and have 
the fish-filled sound that used to have my mouth watering and my 
rod-arm itching. Enchanted realms, indeed!) 

They had arrived early in the afternoon so it was decided Bill 
should go fishing that very day--up at the Lodge Pool. (This was 
prior to the Dr. Hassenpfeffer episode.) Bill was eager at the 
BrGspect Of this nearly virgin water. Buried under his equipment, 
he got in our car accompanied by Henry Carlton, and Dad drove them 
up to the Lodge. At about the same time, Bill Stafford was seen 
aout a Can of worms in his back pocket and slip off toward the 
Meadow Brook. 

Some two hours elapsed, including the witching hour of dusk, 
before Dad and his guests returned. Bill came up the lawn enveloped 
in gloom. There were no fish. His net had not even been wet. 
Henry Carlton was making broad jests on the upshot of their excur- 
S10N. 

"Manley exposed!" quoth he. 

mio yeiuUsieareatee biting, said Billiwith finality. Ultis 
mere LOO! Cold. 

A few minutes later our Bill strolled in. We all looked at 
him expectantly. 

eMothen.' fie said dramatically, “get me a plate." 


She did so. Putting his hand in the tattered knapsack he called 
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weerec., fe drew out a trout--and another--a third, a fourth, a 
fifth. At eight, Mother rushed for our large turkey platter. There 
were sixteen fish in all--every one well over legal size (25 was the 
legal limit)--truly as handsome an array of speckled charm as ever 
warmed a fisherman's heart. 
Pee eOUueLOuKecOradt OUL COUSIN. ‘SO"did’ we.’ His’ face "was a study. 
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CHAPTER 14 


SALE SE RVENDSeANGIMOD RISE ES 


In addition to the visits of relatives already mentioned, 
one of Dad's father's sisters spent a few days with us one time. 
Wise, gentle Aunt Carrie--we responded to her kindliness and 
loved her. It was only unfortunate that Grandpa happened to 
come up toward the end of her visit. He was an old and adored 
friend of ours, and in our thoughtless naturalness, we deserted 
Domeieartrie cor*Grandpae = Though»hurt by our defection, in her 
Ume@erseamding heart, I hope she forgave us. 

Once, too, one of Dad's mother's sisters, Grace (Auntie Mouse 
as we called her) came up for a visit with us. She and Uncle Bill 
Haxworth lived in an apartment hotel in New York, and she hated to 
travel anywhere, especially by train, so this was indeed an honor. 
About eight then, my memory is vague. Her most vivid impression 
Was of Dood, then two. Having risen the first morning at her 
feat hour of ninesortso, she’was finishing up her toilet in the 
North Room (almost inevitably our guest room) when she suddenly 
became aware of eyes upon her. The door was slightly ajar. 

NTurning around," she’ saysy "Iobeheld*Gordon*s tiny figure 
standing in the doorway. He was unsmiling, and his big solemn 
eyes stared at me as though he could not think what to make of such 
@estrangescreatures* i said "Goodsmorning! *stovhim*inimy «politest 
manner--at which he turned and fled." 

Before long, though, he was back, gazing unblinking, and Grace 
knew better this time than to notice him. Dood was indeed the 
shyest of a shy foursome (I should say fivesome for Dad certainly 


could be included). Shelt, too, was a great little evaporator 


a 


, pie OP 
te arty Ram hg * 
ii san 8 ane 


, eh 7 
tb 7 Oe i 


bead nA i > agri ‘toon win i ee oni: aus, Of gave i 


Wid) rte) Rie TEM xno we? e dae d za ie Jgrsnia, Ga 4 he 


i A 


bee agers py aT ag tert yee sintbaaen yrds oar 

OF OOP OEM: HAUT sa! weg sa debaab aN i Gane Heh Den | eae | 

; -— ‘ i —, : 

Hovde OAR ONLY Vee ee. iS) Pare. opi VG. betes gat. Oe aay intl 
i é 

TOITORhD OH pha Lela, Beal IAAURey aye a1) Ae «ate 2S wal 


—_— 


radin? nae eh sclrd Seas: peers \ eS +42 ote eo See 


y ‘ 1 
2)) SVG Otay site SQon 7 .. PT eeF Sn tarriee 
wi 
j * L al 4 
\ “i why é a ® ial ib be 4 vil i Cae y 7 7 é : 
POO BEL er: eS € eon: @ Cey "S. OPO. G89 {RAD 
5 4 


LIS ofesh) (em ene van reve: Pelee Se) Beh Mins. Crean Sadies | 
i hoterd oft bee: JSRBy. ae al beter snereieeee fa ed, Oey i eeyy 
sont. Me eR. Gee aid \-ae diel uy fae oawen STATE YRG: pie 
ne Lenn tem,| aay eat ve wonieuv @y Websiasin vis, iret pom hy tan 
+ BY eae a ty hy ven? ered rely, Grivel . wo ren? (one My 

at) Oh Oa Ph a Foianh aise | ia io pue Te 2068 ie 
+ Léwiehitia: abel: haa hia d auer Vides ven? seaes a) anne te 
Tah ii tn: ‘peal wit RIB. Sn i er 0 
Huey ona: ee ener ah — beget entry 


ay Ty van “a yo 
tat ‘yen 


Lk ee ¥ 
fs 
7) 
aan 


, ee ay me, . " ‘ : 
’ A ; Pa ci a 
; A " bs re i fr 
b, . i a) 
( can ‘a yi Dep tre! SF it i se 
4 oy jh ‘ 


a i 
kta f ew. 


i 
‘ 


i) 


i Ae . i. : j F 
« | iy ny y : A, ra " j i 
) By Po i ¥ ae 


176 


when strangers appeared. And yet, in spite of this nongregarious- 
ness, we all seemed to possess that repulsive desire for notice so 
universal in children. 

Other visitors of those early days are less clear in my mind 
although I know Bill Manley's sister Mary came up once and her 
mother, Aunt Bertha, too, though they may have come at the same 
time. And once Billy Arnold, Chick's younger and less conventional 
brother, stopped in with an equally irrepressible friend named 
Robertson Cameron. Then there was, of course, Hal Tiffany, but he 
came later. 

Other than relatives, Mother had two old school chums who both 
appeared--Polly Marvin Schrater, who visited us once during a trip 
east from Wyoming, and Dorothy Baldwin. 

Dorothy came up several times and each time she seemed to have 
a new man whom she submitted to Mother and Dad's inspection. A 
small, dark, energetic gal, she had a magnetism and charm almost 
irresistible to the male species. I say "almost" asabadehesd out 
nobly, although she was not above overtures in his direction despite 
her devotion to Mother. I have it on good authority--nay, the best-- 
from Dad himself, that during 1917 he and Mother were invited out 
for a weekend cruise around Oyster Bay on Dorothy's yacht. The 
moon was full and Dorothy's eye predatory. Her plot, however, was 
a complete fizzle--at least for Dorothy. For me it was a bonanza-- 
nine months later I was born! 

With her eyes riveted in intelligent interest on his face, 
Dorothy had a way of making any man she was with feel as though he 
were not only the sole object of her thought, but also the most 


fascinating male she had ever met. Her presence always perked up 
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aavetdas Even the most*phlegmaticeman, as Dad used®to sayy sure 
reptitiously combed his hair over his bald spot when she came 
into a room. 

It was during a visit of hers when she brought Jay Walsh, 
millionaire mountain-climbing husband Number-Two-on-the-way-out, 
that we were all laid low with a stomach disease. It was very 
baffling that we should all get sick--until a dead rat was found 
in the well. 

Otf and on, the Lodge was host to quite a few Forestry Depart- 
Memt O1ficiails: Most of them came out from the State House in 
Boston; some from the State Nurseries in Amherst. Mother took 
pains to have the Lodge aired, swept and dusted for these visitors, 
with flowers set around. And Dad saw that Tommy had the lawn mowed 
and that ice had been put in the icebox. 

There was tall, cadaverous Mr. Ordway whose deep voice seemed 
to emanate from his toes. And Mr. Galarneau, an overgrown giant 
of aman. These two were members of the State Fire Department 
whose duty it was to combat the menace of forest fires. Forest 
fires! The very words held terror for us, so much had we heard 
of the horror of them. 

Brom AmMnerste quite: often came® Jim’ Morris and his®slim; young 
faerie ence? Dear, fatyeyolly Jim--he was a kindly soul. To our 
parents, the Morrises' appearances were something of an ordeal. 
Being very friendly, they were often coming down to visit us and 
asking us to visit them. And to Dad and Mother's abstemious annoy- 
ance, they were frequent beer drinkers, and Mother had a collection 


of empties to contend with after every visit. 
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Digi lewonse swim Monrds: lovedmto play ipractical’ jokes y= He 
Meo reat on "Shake shands, boy!" and then, asi you trustingly took 
his outstretched hand, your whole being was paralyzed by a joy- 
DUzzer. Brays of mirth followed your petrification, while you 
tried to produce a polite smirk between clenched teeth. 

iresemeyingsss ofsicourse,? did) not) bother us) kids: much,’ and 
we found his rather bulbous shape delightful in view of the 
friendly, fun-loving man inside. Yet we could not help being 
anvscumauw wnat we called his "fat stomach.™ Putting pillows under 
our shirts, we would march around tnes nouse “qolng? into galess of 
laughter over our protuberances. 

My best recollection of the Morrises is what was, I think, 
teenie Gast visit shortly before Jim died. Having been asked up 
to supper, Mother and Dad sent me, and I was not in the least 
Unwilling to go. During the meal, I was given a drink from one of 
those trick glasses that lets water dribble embarrassingly down 
fous front. As I picked up my’ fork to begin supper, one side of 
my plate rose menacingly from the table. Roaring with laughter, 
Jim Morris showed me a small rubber bulb under my plate which 
worked with a tube from his hand. There were other indignities 
but I do not think Jim meant to be pestiferous--he was just put- 
ting on a show for my amusement. 

Very important in our lives was the Commissioner of Forestry, 
Mr. William A. L. Bazeley. He was the man who had hired Dad ori- 
Ginally and was the Big Boss. Every so often he came down to stay 


at the Lodge, frequently with his wife and two wholesome daughters. 
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He was an Englishman, a grand aeeeace as were all his family. 
Mother and Dad really enjoyed them and often had them down for 
meet on two, ‘duringstheir brief stays. 

Mother's pancakes were a legend with them, and an almost 
endless procession of them disappeared. The girls would get up 
and walk around the table every so often--to settle their flap- 
jacks, they said, and make room for more. Intrigued, Bail Leaneart 
tried it, but did not notice any real increase in capacity. 

The dining room table was too small even when fully extended 
to provide for more than six in comfort, so on these occasions 
Bill and I regretfully ate at a "side table"--or even in the kitchen, 
which still less suited our dignity and curiosity--but we, too, en- 
joyed their visits. 

There was Miss Hubbard, State House secretary and paymistress, 
who came only rarely. Writing Miss Hubbard was nearly always the 
solution for minor problems of Forest administration. 

Most frequent and important to us among the Lodge guests were 
the Cooks. Harold 0. Cook was the Chief Forester and Dad's immedi- 
ate superior. He had great faith in and affection for Dad and 
seldom asserted his authority. Certainly during the summer when 
he spent his vacation at the Lodge, his official capacity as Chief 
hardly ever appeared. Usually he had the month of July off and he 
and his family spent the entire time at Swann Forest. Even after 
he had to return to work, his family often stayed on until after 
Labor Day while he came down for weekends. 

Chief Cook was a simple, amiable man. His rough-hewn, almost 
Indian features belied the gentle spirit within. He often joined 


in our games, and our hearts went out to him when he became a 
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"Dottle-washer" indeed in his own home, and we saw him hurrying 
about in an apron, doing housework while his wife sat knitting. 

Pconeolal’ Ssyand MY TPOINts ofeytews Ehe miracte of sit “all was 
that the Cooks had two children--a boy a little older than Bill, 
Baeea girl asyear or’ two my*junior.; Charlotte went about: in 
pristine, starched dresses with a big red bow in her immaculate 
hair. She was clean and dainty, usually crocheting or playing with 
ner dolls. 

Beside this vision of spotless femininity stood I--often in 
pants, nearly always barefoot, tanned almost black, hair ina 
stringy dutch-cut, hands not always the most clean, I could not 
Seweand tated playing dolls. Mother hoped at first that Charlotte's 
ladylike example might turn my tomboy behavior into more refined 
channels, but it was a lost cause. 

Vincent was a big, good-natured lad, with the classic features 
of a Greek statue, and the sweet, gentle temperament of his father. 
He helped his father with the housework, but Vincent was a real boy. 

Bill and I were forever speeding up to the Lodge to play with 
these young people--at least with Vincent, although Charlotte some- 
PemesewWwasewilling®to” joinginvand’ could’ be veryjpleasant.» Theyeoften 
came down to our house to play with us, but they had the sandpile, 

a croquet set and the Lodge Pool, so we went their way more fre- 
quently, partly due to parental urging, too. Hardly a day went by 
while they were at the Lodge that we did not get together. 

We spent hours playing in that sandpile. We built tunnels, 
forts, castles. We were forever lugging pails of water from an 
outside faucet to make waterfalls and lakes. Spoons and casement 


knives were standard equipment, and I hate to think how many dis- 
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appeared into the sand forever. 

We nearly always went swimming in the Pool once a day. With 
inflated inner tubes Bill and I paddled and Floated about and began 
Peatning to Swim. Vincent filled us with envy at his aquatic skill, 
But Charlotte was rather afraid of the water. Being brought up in 
the city, she was afraid of mice, snakes, worms, frogs and all such 
Critters we often ran into. 

These were the tire-rolling days. When I was about seven, 
Bill and I each had an old Ford shoe that we called our own, and 
when Vincent and Charlotte were there, each of them had one, too. 
Down the lawn we would dash in pursuit of these fleet objects, 
picking them up from wherever they had fled to, and rolling or 
lugging them back up, to start all over again. We rolled them up 
to the Lodge with us and back, down for the milk and back. Up 
hill and down. 

When we sent them down hills, we tore along behind as fast 
as our feet would carry us, hoping to keep them from going astray, 
but they always went. As a result, excessive as we always were 
with every pursuit and fad, we grew thin and emaciated. Mother 
and Dad averted their eyes from the sorry sight of us. We were 
down to what Dad described as "pipe-stem" necks and "matchlike" 
arms and legs, altogether as Pia g aula beak? pate le Leia 

"AS we spent most of our summer in bathing suits, nothing 
concealed our twinkling spindle-shanks. Visions of every sort 
of heart disease rose up before our parents' eyes, but trying to 
festrain US proved vain. It was glorious sport, and I can remem- 


ber how we loved it--the mad gallop after our speeding treasures. 
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Often all four Cooks came down to our house and we kids played 
games on the lawn. While we played hide and seek and the two new 
games the Cooks introduced, Red Light and Statue, the grownups sat 
on the front porch. Mr. Cook frequently joined us and added to our 
rel (See 

A very popular pastime with Bill and me at that time was stand- 
ing on our heads, and Vincent joined us. We practised this inversion 
by the hour, and became fairly good at it so that we liked to show 
off our talent whenever we had a chance. It was not unusual for us 
to saunter out on the lawn where Dad was talking business with a 
stranger, and turn up on our heads, clutching the grass like grim 
death and wavering there until we became purple in the face. The 
visitor was lucky not be clouted by our uncertainly descending 
heels. 

Once or twice during his summer holiday, Mr. Cook liked to 
drive up to October Mountain (another State Forest near Pittsfield), 
in a semi-offical capacity. Either Bill or I would be invited to 
go along in the sleek black Studebaker. Both ways we olayed number- 
plate or animal games. In this latter, we counted up points for 
Maeecows, goats, sheep, etc., first seen en route. A white horse 
was a real acquisition, and a cat in a window even more valuable. 

Ninerep lates was a harder game. You watched passing licenses 
until you saw three ones in a row. This took a long time. Then 
you looked for 222, and so on. We started each time where we had 
left off on the previous trip, or previous year. It is hard to 
find three of anything, and seeing 444 when you are still working 


on threes was no good; you cannot save them for Rater.) sineeoces 
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was that, after getting to 999, the next man or woman (as the case 
might require) whom you laid eyes on was to be your mate--if you 
were not doddering around by then. I never persevered to 999 

and thus had my fate revealed, so I had to go ahead with my own 
Future. 

An infamous episode took place on one of the trips to October 
Mountain. Bill went along with the Cooks--he was then about eight. 
Somewhere on the Mountain they ran into a forest fire. Already 
Galarneau and Ordway were there, battling with the small but stub- 
born blaze. Chief Forester Cook jumped out and went to the aid of 
Ais men. 

eumemow Bill got loose. He hurried ,up,to the front line.wof 
battle. Despite Mr. Cook's best persuasions, he would not return 
mmrmercar where the rest sat waiting.. The raging fire, the smoke, 
maeestcuggling men, all raised him to a fever of excitement. He 
Began to shout orders tothe fighters. 

"Bring that hose over here! Give me an axe!" 

SOOM neaWaseliLosty. . A man Had to be disnatched.to a nearby 
maemnause for water fit to drink. Next, of course, he found that 
something else was necessary...and with the heat of the fire, he 
soon became thirsty again. Mr. Cook finally had to assign Galarneau 
to look after Bill while the rest of the men went on fighting the 
feresas best. they could. 

Mr. Cook described this scene to Dad with vividness and some 
laughter. And the next time the Cooks went to October Mountain, 


Bill was not asked--lest there be another forest fire. 
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Vincent and Charlotte were the only children we ever had as 
playmates outside of school, and Bill was nine and I eleven before 
we started there. None of our near neighbors had any children 
except the two Brett families, who had one apiece. And George 
Brett's Midge and Bill Brett's Donnie were too young ea_OrStisaca 
enjoy; Dood and Shelt had the fun of growing up with them. 

On the whole we got along very well with the Cook children. 

We thought of them as a bit queer and marvelled at their Boston 
aoeencs,;s "“Deerdie™ Vincent called his father. And no doubt they 
found us even more strange and amusing. 

Vincent took a great fancy to Dood, when he came along, and 
loved to play with him. Dood, only two or so, reciprocated hearti- 
ly. It was something to see the young giant tossing the tiny boy 
about like a sofa pillow. He threw Dood up in the air, caught him, 
and carried him about in every possible position and imposition. 
When it most seemed as if all his bones were being broken or his 
skull crushed, Dood was happiest. What a fine husband and father 
Vincent must. be! He married quite young and I hope he is as happy 
as he deserves to be. 

A sweet woman friend of the Cooks sometimes came with them 
to the Lodge--Mrs. McCallum, a widow--and we all became fond of 
her. Not too long after Dood was old enough to enjoy Vincent's 
company, even more at six or so, Mrs. Cook died and the family 
came no more. Some years later Mr. Cook married again--Mrs. 
McCallum. I like to think he no longer has to do the washing. 

The first Model T was the pride and joy of the elder Staffords, 


and Bill and I were impressed, too. It was presented to Dad in 
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the summer of 1921. There is an enlarged snapshot showing the 
black glistening beauty of it, and Mother proudly enthroned in 

the high front seat with a road map in her hand. The number 
mimes S321, a predecessor of the S820 that,later, becamesso 
Bamaibiareto ussdown thesyears. <the;"S" (fore"State" )|) occasionally 
Seruck respect, and hence caution, into speeding motorists. We 
were sometimes amused by the at Soupeecrerants with which some cars 
trailed us, afraid to pass lest we were somehow affiliated with 
the highway patrol. 

In theory the Commonwealth of Massachusetts supplied its 
foresters with cars every two years; in practise, it was more like 
four. Reasonable quantities of gas, oil, and repairs went with 
the car. The house was rent-free for many years. These things 
were helpful in augmenting the modest salary the State paid its 
foresters. Yet modest as it was, we always seemed to have every- 
thing we ever wanted--wonderful toys, skis, sleds, fishing and 
camping equipment--everything. Mother and Dad must have done 
some miraculous planning. 

I believe there were two Model T's before we received our 
S—FunGhp haan. 6920.0. 011lpand, de likedathesModel Tebestrewhenaig 
stormed so that the sidecurtains were necessary. We could not 
see out and would lie back in our seat blissful over the 
"moving house" effect. But what a nuisance it was for Mother, 
having to put in new panes of isinglass, a frail material at 
bes tx 

On one occasion, armed I think with a "Mechanic's Guide to 


the Ford Engine," Dad and Bill set about the task of removing 
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ERevearbonmiroms ther cylinders Gaskets ,*sparkplugqs{@and all 
manner of parts littered the lawn around the car where it was 
Peaeeo underethe maple trees. «Not ytoebe tertiouts 1 shung~- around 
them "helping," and managed to get almost as greasy and disreputable 
as they did. Miraculously, it seems to me now, when I recall the 
confusion of parts, they were able to get the engine back together 
and running contentedly. 

One day as Dad was going to town, a strategic cotterpin came 
out of the steering shaft, and he lost all power to steer it. 
This was on the Three-Mile Hill curve, before the road was 
straightened. Only a short while before, an intoxicated or reck- 
tess driver had failed to negotiate the sharp turn, ripped through 
the light wooden railing, and plunged over, destroying himself and 
the car. iis caine foregdad wtawaselike tonelogathosetharrowing 
moments in slapstick comedies when the wheel comes off in the 
etiver's hand. By thesgrace of: the Almighty, the car did not 
turn left--to plunge down the rocky bank some fifty feet--but to 
the right into the ditch where an equally precipitous bank 
stopped the car with nothing more serious than a violent jolt. 

Perhaps my most vivid Model T remembrance is connected with 
aoivineoar lands yauthorrat iherson of thelMiddle: Sorder; and The 
Daughtersof theiMiddlesgBorder,@then popular ae esat odarcn books. 
Mother and Dad drove over to Austerlitz, New York, to visit the 
writer one afternoon, taking me along.» I was ‘only «five or so: 
While they went in to call, they left me sitting in the car. 


They must have had an awfully good time because they stayed and 
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stayed. The Garlands had asked them to remain for tea. 

Meanwhile, I began to have "to go." It soon became a 
fierce problem. I can still feel myself hopping about on the 
Bhamy back. seat. in agony. «Inwardly lI .supplicated my parents to 
come out and rescue me. It never occurred to me to go in to 
them, although Mother told me afterwards I should have done so. 
I tried getting out and pacing the sidewalk, but this, if any- 
thing, was worse. After seemingly half my life had passed in 
perspiring misery, Dad and Mother emerged blithely and tripped 
down the steps. They were most penitent when I disclosed my 
condition, and we sped to the nearest comfort station--and it 
was a comfort! 

ise pr ingse to minds alsosasModelad visit: to,Mr. Sargood's 
house in Lee. Bill Sargood was the district game warden and a 
Good, ?riend of ours. He came over quite often at one period, 
often bringing Mother a box of candy or a bag of oranges, and 
usually Dotdei nye Lede ores uUnCh mates wouldiser tiles bimnselLf -ongthe 
mercoeSsteos abit leandsa sitting worshipfulblynat, his, feet,.and 
tell story after story of his experiences with an untrustworthy 
humanity. His accounts were full of expressions like, 

PAndathehae toads himaasthing wor twol! 

"When I got through giving him a piece of my mind..." 

It seemed glorious how he laid down the law to these scoff- 
law folks. Mother and Dad sometimes laughed afterwards, and we 
heard the word "“windbag" invoked, but it hardly dimmed the luster 
of our admiration. Didn't he carry a revolver hidden under his 


left arm? 
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Once in his perambulations, Mr. Sargood came upon a baby 
moose whose mother had been killed by a poacher. (The law protects 
the few remaining Massachusetts moose all the year round.) Mr. 
Sargood took the cold little fellow home in his coat and brought 
Pameupeonwa bottle.” He named™him for*himself; and Bill, the moose, 
grew upetane and gentle. Even when he was turned loose on reach- 
ing the age of self-sufficiency, a big fellow with a handsome 
spread of horns, he often wandered into the town of Lee and elec- 
trified the townsfolks. He even got in the way of trains, but he 
was a local character and the engineers slowed down for him. 

Finally someone of Mr. Sargood's old enemies, "some law- 
breaking louse," he said, shot the friendly animal, but was afraid 
to touch the corpse. His foster father found his body and sorrow- 
ioeeye had. him stuffed. And Bill, the moose, was presented to the 
Pittsfield Museum. 

Mr. Sargood was single; and we later heard Dad say that he 
had a very special affinity for Mother. Looking back now I believe 
it, as he came over far oftener than any business warranted, and 
hung around her. Dad, quite aware of the situation, did not take 
himself off about his business as Mr. Sargood wished. Instead he 
sat with us, apparently entranced by the tales of dauntless courage. 

Another of Mother's admirers, although more elderly, was 
Charlie Clark. He was a bachelor and, he said, "a retired woman- 
hater." In winter he lived at the Yale Club in New York and every 
summer he boarded with the Barnums in Monterey. He took daily 


walks and often hiked up over the back road to see us. I had a 
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secret idea he came to see me, for he took me on his knees and 
made such a fuss over me that he all but turned my five-year-old 
néad. He it was I think who gave us our first Dr. Doolittle book 
though it might have been Mr. Sargood. We often kidded back and 
forth about his being a Yale man--it was, I maintained, the only 
Sine could perceive in him. He was a little deaf and carrieda 
walking stick; and his size and shape were pleasantly reminiscent 
of Grandpa. 

Dad revealed once that Mother also had a Cambridge admirer-- 
a doctor. The Goodridges were good friends, and Mother and Mrs. 
Goodridge were devoted to each other. Dr. Goodridge was, it seems, 
also devoted to Mother. But nothing came of these yearnings, for 
Mother seemed completely contented with her original selection. 

I believe it was Dr. Goodridge who brought me into the world. 

Nor was Dad without his admirers. Beside Dorothy Baldwin, 
there was a widow, a Mrs. Miller, who lived on the Under-Mountain 
Road. She called him up one time for advice about her elms. Tak- 
ing care of such demands upon his time and knowledge was part of 
Dad's job, and he went over to see what ailed the elms. Apparently 
she was much taken with him, for soon something else went berserk 
among her plant life, and he was again summoned. While there, he 
happened to mention fishing and she urged him to come over and 
try the well-stocked waters of her private brook. Dad did so, 
but he took Bill and me along as chaperons, with the strict in- 


junction that we should not leave him for whatsoever cause. 
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CHARTERS 


PEP TSRIDELD } MOVIES FANDRMUS IC 


In our first years at the Forest, we used to drive the 50-mile 
Pound trip to Pittsfield about once every ten or twelveweeks. Great 
Barrington then was more provincial that it has since become, and 
Mother liked to do her more important shopping across the richer 
counters of England Brothers. 

This was always a great treat for Bill and me, for it included 
the delights of a meal in a restaurant, as well as the fun of the 
trip itself with all its new scenery and excitement. Just going 
somewhere--anywhere--was fun to us then. 

These occasions would be on Saturday and, all dressed up in 
Sureesmazziest clothes, Bill even in a cap and I in some sort of a 
beribboned hat, we "pedalled" (as Mother put it) up to Pittsfield. 
Bill and I were agog over the sights on the way--the Fox Farm, the 
wooden horse and buggy in front of somebody's tea shop, the almost 
Berpendicular hill in Lenox, the stone posts with grass growing on 
them (Dad liked to joke about giving them a haircut), the roadhouse 
Built like a log cabin, the windmills over which Bill and I fought 
for possession (whoever saw one first had it for that trip). Bill 
always did better than I because he remembered when we were coming 
to one. And the golf course. We never tired of any of it. 

While Mother was shopping, we would usually accompany Dad on 
an errand or two, and then he would take us to the Pittsfield Museum. 
Here we were at first surprised (and disillusioned) to behold the 
"Wonderful One Hoss Shay," not a pailful of dust at all, as described 


in the poem of that title by Oliver Wendell Holmes, but looking 
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Bery Weil) preserved. Here, toc, we gazed admiringly at all the 
scuffed birds and animals, feeling a special proprietary interest 
in Bill, the big moose, since we knew his story from his friend, 
Bill Sargood. 

Sometimes Mother took me shopping with her, if there was any- 
thing I needed, and together we reviewed the wonders of England 
Brothers. Buying clothes was not then the sometime pleasure it 
has since become. 

iGeor three times we all went to call on Mr. Shapiro. Mr. 
Shapiro was a photographer, and we had him take several family 
groups. The last one was when Shelt was about six months old. 
feeeeemeniro labored to reduce alli’ Six of us to motionless’ beatitude-- 
ac once. What a job! The proofs were a riot--we all went into 
gales of laughter at ourselves and each other. But it was less 
funny when we came to make a decision. While one proof would show 
two or even three of us looking rather well, the rest were sure to 
be depressing. We did not want to go through the whole rigmarole 
again, especially as a second batch would probably turn out just 
@eesadly, Or worse. So it came to a matter of picking the group 
where we all looked as nearly human as possible. Our selection 
would go down to posterity as well as to all our best relatives 
foeirestmas. «in tne bast one, the only one to- include us all, 
Shelt and Dad look marvellous; Mother's smile is too smug; Bill 
looks startingly like Eddie Cantor; Dood resembles Herbert Hoover 
smelling a Dad smell, while I am "all teeth as big aS barn doors." 
Mother used to say sometimes in mock disgust, 


"With such good-looking parents, I don't know how we ever 
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Produced such queer-looking children!" 

Usually when it was lunch time, we would meet Mother, laden 
with bundles, in front of our beloved Wendell HOteL. tandene oad: 
downstairs to the cafeteria. What fun it was getting our own 
trays, picking up the requisite silverware and napkins, and 
Standing in line to pass before the counter, steaming with a myriad 
good things. It was difficult to decide what our choice should be, 
as everything looked so tempting. To choose chicken meant giving 
up meat loaf and lamb chops. Sometimes with one desperate inde- 
Cision of Balaam's Ass, I would order what Mother or Dad ordered and 
be content. Picking dessert was also a battle between several fierce 
desires, but it usually included ice cream and was sure to be good. 

Biil and I enjoyed filling water Glasses. for-us' all at the 
water tap, and then sat down with relish to eat under such strange 
and pleasurable circumstances. Mother must have been delighted 
to eat something she had not prepared, and the food was astonish- 
ingly good, being the same as that served upstairs in the dining 
room. 

The manager of the place intrigued us--he was a midget, only 
about four feet high, although perfectly proportioned. A serious 
and efficient little man, he came to know us and nodded pleasantly 
to our parents, which rather awed us. 

After lunch and perhaps an additional errand or two, we would 
Beereduv tOustart for homes in later years we sometimes piece on 
to go to the movies, but on such occasions Mother did not come 
with us. Dad and Mother did not like to leave the Forest alone for 


any length of time, lest some state official show up and want the 
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key to the Lodge, or some other business matter arise. The trips when 
we all went together were best and, unfortunately, due to the nature of 
Dad's job, were rare--the early Pittsfield trins were the only regular 
outings as a family. This was particularly sad because Mother and Dad 
loved going places and doing things together; when they had been married 
for years, they were often taken for newlyweds, so obviously were they 
enjoying each other's society. 

How Bill and I loved going to the movies! There was a cinema in 
Great Barrington, and we nearly always attended there Saturday after- 
Sepeeseuntess the condition of the roads made driving too much of a 
struggle. Pittsfield, however, boasted five cinemas, and we occasion- 
ally drove up to see some special feature at one of these. 

I particularly remember a day when Dad, Bill and I went to 
meeesivela*to the movies: in-a pouring rain.© It was a regular *cloud- 
burst and we became soaked in getting from the car to the theatre. 

It was very early, and we had the choice of any seats in the house. 
Staking out a desirable claim with our hats and bundles, we went over 
to a warm radiator. Taking off shoes, socks and outer garments, we 
Sat around while they dried. Dad was in high spirits, and jokes and 
subdued laughter filled the empty theatre. We were much intrigued 

to observe that the entire inside of the amphitheatre was lined with 
tin sheeting--and henceforth we called the Strand the "Tin Theatre." 

Bill confided to me that before he ever saw a moving picture, he 
had conjured up from the name a vision of large pictures being pushed 
across the stage on wneels. Once we saw a movie, we both became 
ardent fans, and looked forward eagerly to Saturday afternoons with 
their wonderful two and a half hours of entertainment. Dad seemed to 


enjoy these occasions almost as much as we. We only regretted that 
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Mother did not accompany us, but she was seldom interested in the 

Mmoam that a Saturday afternoon had to-offer. She cringed’ at the 
prospect of vaudeville and had more sophisticated cinematic tastes 

Gem We. She enjoyed what Bill and I.scornfully termed “leve’ movies," 
an interest we knew we would never stoop to; though Mother suggested 
mildly that, when we grew up, we would probably be suckers for such 
stuff, too. We loved comedies and westerns. Jack Holt was my dream 
man; once when I went so far as to concede that he had only two expres- 
Sions, Mother demanded, 

MWhat's the other one?" 

The Marx Brothers were our special joy, with Harold Lloyd sharing 
top honors, and Laurel and Hardy, who seemed really funny in those days, 
Charlie Chaplin and Eddie Cantor not far behind. 

Reeuelignted in such film classics as’ "Ben Hur" and the wonderful 
eens With Douglas Fairbanks, Sr.: "Robin Hood,"*"The Black Pirate" 
eeoe ine thier of Bagdad." What a graceful, romantic creature Fairbanks 
was. When I watched his daring rescues and joyous lovemaking, I forgot 
even Jack Holt's iron-jawed good looks. There was an exuberance in 
the man that was contagious. 

pmeloavi Crrecollectz0n of a Mary Pickford movie remains, from-a time 
when I was about eight. It was a dreadful story about an orphan asylum 
in the midst of the Florida everglades. In one scene little Mary rap- 
turously receives a doll from some kindly visitor, only to have it 
snatched away by the cruel orphanage manager; there was a close-up of 
the doll's head being crushed in by a large thumb and then dropped 
into the mud. I shrivelled up inside and tears blurred my view. The 
terrifying chase through the mire-studded forest with the bloodhounds 


roaring behind was, to me, less heart-rending than this. 


ay fe 


A fragment of «aliLon ‘Chaney picture also haunts me; “East of 
memeoar st) Was GCalied.’ Prior to? this, myzsonly contact withethe 
name of this foreign place had been in the striped vanilla-and-choco- 
late Zanzibar cookies I loved. Chaney, who has a circus act with a 
gorilla, had picked an oriental lemon in the garden of love--a 
Sloe-eyed seductress who stuck around just long enough to bear Chaney 
a son--and make an enemy of the gorilla. When the boy grows up his 
facmer'sS pride, the wife returns, still seductive, and tries to seduce 
the clean young man, just to torment her former mate. The gorilla is 
loosed by his master in the nick of time and does his deadly work. It 
was a gruesome little sequence--I can still see the shot of the monster's 
moving shadow on the wall of the gal's room, and the closeup of her 
anguished, screaming face. BRR-rr-Irr. 

When I was ten or so, I saw Dolores del Rio in "Revenge," a glo- 
riously romantic gypsy story. Dolores del Rio swished about barefoot 
with becoming Romany garb and a horsewhip. The villain with evil 
designs is properly lashed, verbally and physically, by the fiery 
maiden. For a couple of weeks I dressed as near this ideal as I 
could and, borrowing Mother's loaded hunting crop, swaggered about as 
del Rioishly as possible. 

From holding Jack Holt as best and bravest, I moved to worship 
at the shrine of George Arliss. All his movies were eagerly attended, 
twice if possible, and they were fine. "Disraeli," "Alexander Hamilton" 
(in which he indicated an extra-marital affair with so much delicacy 
went iiossed ivecompletely)s “Galswomthy’ sv"Olid English," "Paganini," 
"The Man Who Played God"--all delighted me. A poem I wrote to him 
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righteousness. I chortled over his autobiography and made Mother tell 
me the minutest recollections she had of seeing him on the stage in 
fees Green)’ Goddess: I was outraged that his acting genius had not 
been recognized by knighthood in his native land. 

Then, as often happens with women growing older, my taste in males 
became younger. At thirteen,’ from’ the 63-year-old Aritss;, lL°switched 
to admire John Barrymore, then only 50. It was detective movie "Arsene 
Lupin" where he and his brother played so delightfully together, that 
began my conversion. "A Bill of Divorcement" completely won me over. 

And this was a grand passion. I Practically papered the walls of 
my room with his picture, wrote several adoring poems, and even wrote 
a Book in which he was the hero. This was daydreaming on paper andI-- 
yes, I!--was the heroine, and in it all my romantic visions came to 
Pass, including the theatrical career I had DY=tnen decided one "This 
Opus ran to some 265 typed pages, marked in the front as "Secret and 
Confidential--Not to be Read without Permission of the Author." Roane. 
of course, intrigued my otherwise disinterested younger brothers, and 
they investigated eagerly its improbable pages--to be much disappointed. 

Barrymore, of course, I also wrote to and cherished the form 
reply, saving his signature as part of my incipient autograph collec- 
tion. This included, thanks to parental donations, Joe Jefferson 
(Mother at sixteen had sent him flowers and in return was sent a 
gracious handwritten note); and Theodore Roosevelt (Dad had once 
written him on a forestry matter); as well as Hamlin Garland and 
GaorgerArliss, ~Abvabout ‘this time, I also acquired Franklin D. 
Roosevelt's autograph--much to Dad's disgust. 

Roosevelt was greatly interested in forestry and conservation. 


In 1931 when he was still Governor of New York, he called a meeting 
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of foresters at Hyde Park which Dad and Tommy attended. He spoke to 
the gathering from the porch of his home and gave them a tour of the 
forestry projects on his own estate. Dad had been introduced and told 
him a little of his experimental work on Swann Forest. 

Subsequently, Dad had written him to answer a question Roosevelt 
had raised. A few weeks later I became enthusiastic about Roosevelt 
for our next president, much to the Republican horror of my mother. 

A huge picture of him on my wall presented John Barrymore with his 
only competition. 

Somme came irritated “atvF .DORe for being so vague’ about’ nis 
Views on the matter of the soldiers' bonus. So I wrote to him, sug- 
gesting that he not "pussyfoot" further on the issue, but declare his 
stand. Feeling that women are taken less seriously than men, especi- 
mero eavicelly, I ’signediymy letter "E. Stafford." Not "suspecting, 
or at least not sure I was not a voter, Roosevelt courteously replied 
Semecning or other, addressing me as "Mr. Stafford." “Dad was furious 
when he heard of it, lest Roosevelt just possibly remembered his name 
and address and thought he was presuming to advise him politically. 

I was duly ashamed, but clung to my precious signature. 

At this time, it was Barrymore's films which I had to see twice-- 
Marana Hotel,” "Rasputin and the Empress," "Topaz," and most glorious 
and romantic of them all, "Reunion in Vienna." This was based on the 
Robert Sherwood play in which the Lunts had delighted New York. For 
some reason the exuberant sophistication really thrilled me. John 
Barrymore was so noble, handsome, and glamorous as the irresponsible 
Crown Prince Rudolph, Diana Wynyard lovely as Elena, and Frank Morgan 
splendid (this was just before he was discovered as a comedian) as 


Elena's long-suffering husband. 


Pa re 


one Re $d nes Ty die: ae ea a 
ot ia: Ag Ken Aetaaats sae enn ya-dedend | 
‘hovevade nih kb eres Pi eer OF Min vila h aw hl ‘we Vet oraceundal 


y ave wrens AN eae AS il ee gneve ft awdet ense wn. A neal 


i de a ee ineh CaUaR sehr ep Age (aeelkons Sete sh 


vif an i Sn Oe ee A) SO ee A, A Pe ‘a yin 
‘aes a PMs aa, | . ae 
a ' ‘ | ah > : ~~ 
- . "7 ae ' if) HE Paar : 
, + , ~ 7 
aie: 3 Ait eA Soe ut rote Cees! ie £ eer j 
i ox ; 7 i * Te rn - Me y 4 if i j fi ; % i 5 fi ’ 


REC BR RO Raed op Pee att na ‘ ui at bread sito" un. ee Jeni 
AGORA yon pers. vi BO AMA bead et enone fete pig heny 
(wah Wy said ee eee eee ior ayia e 
ude). ere aes * 1) Lea niiaed Oe heey oe DHA, eed eve. Toe Rape 


sores a 24 , uRe fy i ay had its ye) ie rs i\« ae xe ne e? , PEO IOS SPOT \: o G 
’ 


“ 
‘ia 


' 
a a i el dig PAROS RT, (‘iehpnel deal .4a Yo-tewkat aed 1% 
edie Nh Fane ar man yw in QVi okey) ¢ae OF Tapeh pee coven i 

ipa lel an dwahongn r we qwis wed ,cwmeien views 


Lb, ees 008 hier a wish, orb wladex sae a #2 RAED) HEAD al 


vista Sit pi lh ‘anil wie win msscewae beh 
rid |e aoe Pyar (om ‘ IN: mae ihe ones Io. obtoeniey 


a dashes 6 ein Awiaian Ay dete volaae 


| ce POR en a ean ae Bree re 
Deut cs a ie a wo | 
Rarer mony ene | 


a 


. ch . pe. uf 7 : a ron ae / . : ; as a so ng 
: ; omy vue ; ‘g ii ray as ae rs q he i 
I « f 
i a % bhi 


198 


It somehow gripped me to an astonishing degree. All the scenes 
megeotalogues lived so strongly in my mind that, after seeing it twice, 
I wrote down the entire movie from memory, with all scenes and dialogue, 
in some 135 typed pages. When I checked afterwards with a copy of the 
play, I found hardly a mistake or omission, allowing for the toning 
down of the more ribald passages for the consumption of innocent movie - 
goers. 

bars masterpiece was my delight. ..I rade on Bill's bicycle the 25 
miles each way to Pittsfield and back to get an old number of a movie 
Magazine which contained scenes from the film. With these I illus- 
Poateremyecext; | wrote an introduction and dedications in verse and 
prose to the star, and never tired of looking at it and quoted from 
it liberally, even though only I knew what I was quoting from, or 
that I was quoting from anything. When I was out in Wyoming a year 
m_memerater, visiting "cousin" Polly Schater, Reunion in Vienna” came 
to Buffalo and I wanted to ride in on horseback to see it again. Much 
pean aoguish.Cousin Polly felt that twice was enough. 

Mother always loved Ronald Colman--a taste which confirmed my 
suspicion that Dad was indeed the right man, for they were the same 
Meee Prior to this, in the early, 1920's, she had fallen hard, along 
with about 99% of the female population in the country, for Rudolph 
Valentino. When his move "The Sheik" came to Great Barrington it was 
in the middle of winter. Our neighbor, Miriam Brett, was equally 
smitten and also yearned to see it. Going with our car was out of 
the question on account of the snow, so Mother and Miriam both worked 
on Bill Brett until he agreed to drive them to town with the team and 
Sled. So Mother saw the matchless Rudy in his greatest role, but the 


trip home was miserable. A blizzard hit and they all nearly froze to 
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death. Mother later admitted to me her shame at having urged the good 
Bretts to make such a trip, especially for such a frivalous reason. 

We had a lovely old victrola which we all enjoyed being allowed 
meeotay, usually on rainy days. There were a few rather ancient 
records that went with it, songs popular around 1912 when our parents 
had purchased the machine, and humorous pieces of the same vintage--as 
well as a few classics Ssucheas CorusOusinging..'Sanva Lucia 

The allegedly funny ones were "Cohen on the Telephone"--we thought 
this was slick and soon broke it in our enthusiasm. "No News or What 
Raeeea tie Dog" was a less popular obvious brand of humor. A man re- 
turning home after a short business trip asks the chauffeur who meets 
him at the station for the news--he's hungry, for any little family 
gossip. 

"No sir, there ain't no news," the chauffeur assures him. When 
pressed he finally admits that "since you all been away, your dog died." 
By the end of the record we learn the whole family, the estate, and the 
stock have all been wiped out. A laugh indeed! 

Then there was a gruesome piece about a man who gets his Christmas 
presents for his "sweetie" and his future brother-in-law mixed up. This 
was a little over our heads. We had a cute little wooden figure of a 
colored man called Rastus. Loose-jointed at shoulders, elbows, wrists, 
waist, hips and knees, when the button of his base was set on top of 
the disk, he danced delightfully, Clogging with his tiny wooden feet and 
clattering all his members with complete abandon. 

Undoubtedly the record most popular with all four of us was a 
twelve-incher called "The Hunt in the Black Forest." We could hear 
the whole story of the boar hunt in the music. The rooster announcing 
dawn, the horses being saddled, the horn, the hounds, the view-halloo 


and, most of all, the wonderful galloping of the horses in the pursuit. 
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Peeended with the final capture of thesfierce critter, (which Dood 
Semiyechristened the "bow-pig!") and the final cheer of triumph from 
the hunters. 

We were stimulated by this record. Bill and I, and later Dood 
and Shelt, seized brooms or sticks and pranced madly about the kit- 
chen table while the horses thundered. We hallooed and cheered, but 
above all, we galloped. This record was worn almost to a frazzle and 
became cracked, but this did not prevent our playing it over and over 
BuueOovergestt is a miracle it survived at all, though we loved itso 
hard it was always handled with tender reverence. We have it still. 

On the back was something called "The Clock Store"--midnight 
comes to all the various timepieces with bells, chimes, clacking, 
whistles, cuckoos and every other exotic sound a clock can utter, but 
Beiemwas nat shucks to:the glorious chase .after the bow-pig. 

Later on we bought a record of the stirring Harvard song "Up the 
Sepeew which I dearly loved. Of course, being incapable of carrying 
a tune, I have always loved to sing, and assaulted the ears of the 
family constantly with my lyrical endeavors. My renditions sounded 
excellent to me; though Mother claimed it was all a monotonous chant, 
fete te Could not believe it.. Poor Dad.iand.Mother were almost afraid 
PeewGistle oc sing in .my.presence, as. this invariably started me up, 
and they would soon be drowned out by superior lung power. I remember 
wopmerteand Dad becoming enamoured of "We Ain't Got a Barrel of Money,” 
"Good Night Sweetheart," "Yes, We Have No Bananas" and "All Alone by 
the Telephone"--though I cannot list these in chronological order. 

Diwectoaimecgunhat withevuowthe Street." aneobvious tune,. lL almost 


succeeded in carrying it--even progressing with it for a few bars 
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Peer el ostait. 2 Very, musicadiuhimsed fh, he tried working with me to 
see if he could instill in me some sense of tone. With his mandolin 
feeers, he would sound. "do" and ask. me, to reproduce the note. I "doed" 
below it, above it and around it. Every once in a while I would hit 
it, quite by accident, and Bill's hope for me rose. But even his opti- 
mism had to give up before the hopelessness of it all. I felt self- 
conscious and foolish and was not very cooperative. 

When the little fellows were quite little, we had a run on Cowboy 
songs. The bloom was on the sage, and we had a raft of western classics. 
shelt developed a passion for something that DeQans sh iain tegqcmengruse 
for the women/ a true agi cael seldom be found." And he went about 
constantly lisping his disillusionment, to the vast amusement of Mother 
and any passersby who happened to overhear him. Advancing years, may 
I say, have somewhat altered Shelt's outlook on the world of females-- 
in fact he has completely reversed his field. 

Bill's musical affinity appeared in him early--even when quite 
small he never could resist a piano, to Mother and Dad's occasional 
embarrassment. At about ten he became infatuated with the vision of a 
Saxophone in the Montgomery Ward catalog. Like our neronbons, Ben! 
and I loved to pore over this poor man's Bible, and we could not 
understand why an Pee never Nad much faith in it. Here was a 
Fascinating little saxophone for only $2.98 and Bill decided he had to 
have it. 

Not to be outdone, I perused the musical instrument page and 
picked out an item to my liking--expensive but still nana my price 
range. It was a four-key cornet, and cost $1.34. Our elders groaned 
in spirit when they considered the imminent disturbance of the peace, 


but nobly held theirs. We sent off our orders, separately but on the 
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same day, with the requisite money orders, feeling we could hardly 
live until the instruments arrived. We calculated and recalculated 
the time it ought to take for our orders to reach Albany. oe itweu, 
and received at our end. We had a new reason for living, we discov- 
ered, as we went about in frantic anticipation, visualizing ourselves 
Semeoon tilling the air with music. 

Finally, after an interminable period of waiting, some five or 
six days, Bill's saxophone arrived--I had to live through the ages of 
another day before the second package appeared in the mailbox. Joy- 
fully I took it home and feverishly unwrapped it. 

Both purchases were, of course, fizzles. Bill tried hard, but two 
dollars and ninety-eight cents' worth of "sax" just was not enough, 
even granting they were all there. As for my four-key cornet, all 
Ff ingerwork was beyond me, and I ended up by merely blowing on it like 
a Peampet - HAD GOr the 1 amily, 1 soul LOStminterest: 

The only thing I ever sent away to Montgomery Ward or Sears Roebuck 
for that was not a dismal failure (besides Dick's saddle and bridle) 
Seemeepair of brown whipcord riding pants. These, though hardly as 
Bamendicd as the catalog illustration, proved to wear like iron and [I 
disported myself in them for years. This sort of purchase found favor 
Seeour parents' sight. 

Bill's interest in music, however, was not to be denied. From 
an early Jew's harp, he graduated to an ocarina, or "sweet potato.” 
mis we all thought very funny, but he got so he could get from it a 
real utterance of harmony. Then he eventually acquired a mandolin, and 
a set of instructions came with it. The period of learning was a 
little grievous for the family and he took a lot of kidding, but he 


persisted on to proficiency. 
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He improvised and even composed songs, and derived a great deal 
Bee edoure From his skill, and so did we. Later on ‘he bought a4 
banjo and mastered that in an amazingly short time. On borrowing an 
accordion from a friend, he became good at that, too, though he never 
took a lesson in his life on anything; he just had a natural feeling 
for harmony. 

When his mandolin enthusiasm was at a fever pitch, Bill talked 
Tommy into buying one and instructed him in its art. Together they 
tinkled away by the hour, and Tommy seemed to enjoy the facility he 
eventually gained. And when they both joined the Grange, they played 


for the dance sessions there, which followed the meetings. 
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WORK AND WILD ANIMALS 


Pegewas sa tirm believer in hardihood. And so it ‘came? to pass 
that during two or three early winters, on a sunny day during a 
January thaw, the astonishing spectacle of two small naked figures 
could be seen on our lawn, their feet twinkling in the snow. Shed- 
ding our garments by the kitchen door, at urgings from Dad, Bill 
and I flew down the steps and lawn to the First Maple. Panting 
there for a minute or two, we bolted back to the house, our hides 
tingling and our toes frosty. 

Dad was an even more firm believer in children's learning early 
not to be afraid of work. Bill and I each had our chores to do POSE 
Semen as Dreakfast was through. Bill split wood and filled the 
woodboxes (even in summer the kitchen box required wood as the range 
did the cooking until we bought our oil stove). He looked after Dick 
aie cook care of his hens: ‘In winter he shovelled paths to the 
Woodsheds, the Shop and the Horsebarn. 

I was supposed to set the table before each meal, Slicing the 
oranges and putting them around for breakfast. I wiped the dishes 
after each meal, made my own bed and helped Mother rehabilitate the 
others, and of course took care of my hens. Mother had a poor opi- 
nion of my bedmaking--not without cause. Left to iyseie enVs sidene 
the beds would have been wuggles and lumps. When I got through with 
@yeowt bed, it looked as if I were still in it. 

Together, Bill and I went down for the milk at the Bretts' when- 


ever necessary; this was Bill's chore, but I could never bear to have 


him go alone, and later on the younger pair accompanied us. In the 
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Summer, we both worked in the vegetable garden. 

With Dood and Shelt as they came along, the work rule still ap- 
plied. Where Bill and I had gone in early for weeding, they carried 
wood. As soon as they laid aside the childish practise of crawling 
and negotiated as bipeds, each had his wood to get. There is a won- 
Serra picture of Dood at the age of two and a half, carrying up the 
lawn the two sticks that constituted his load. Clad in a bushy snow- 
Saeeenie cucs a very substantial *figure.\ It became his chore to fill 
Wag's box: 

Seeecves) in Wis’ turn’ trussed’tpein am identical. costume, could) be 
seen of a snowy morning toiling from the Big Woodshed to fuownauce: 
When he still needed a hand to get up the porch steps, he had his two 
or three sticks clutched under the other arm. Both the little fellows 
would get stalled along the way sometimes and seemed to do a lot of 
sitting down during the slippery winter time, but the requisite wood 
finally found its slow way into the voracious woodbins. 

The antithesis of Dood and Shelt, with their two-stick routine, was 
Bill. He operated on the theory that the bigger the load, the fewer. 
meeiete parental cries. of, "“Don*t»strain®yourself!" Bill could! often 
be seen staggering up the lawn under a mountain of wood. Sometimes he 
could not be seen--yet seemingly a fifth of a cord of ay Came out of 
the woodshed and moved slowly toward the house, grunts and epithets 
sounding from beneath it. 

Our parents- recognized our need for pocket money, but did not 
subscribe to the automatic allowance idea. Instead, we were given 
opportunities to earn money. Figuring that the time we spent on the 
vegetable garden was for our own benefit as well as that of the family, 


this work was not remunerated. But for all our other many gardening 
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So vere omNe were aid +scamucn tag hours ef neceived 25d tanehour: 
Seeieaseaymore capable.and efficient worker, 35¢. Andiwe! could’ nearly 
always find some paying job to do--if we wished. 

Both Mother and Dad labored long and hard to instill in us the 
vital principle of saving money--a regular percentage of our earnings. 
Penpepercent was suggested, but some part regularly set aside was the 
point constantly urged. 

We sifted and mixed soils, fertilized, planted, weeded and watered, 
and performed a myriad other garden jobs. In the fall, we protected 
the seed- and flower-beds with leaves, topped off with conifer boughs. 
Gathering up the leaves from our two lawn maples for our leaf-mold pile 
was an annual operation. When rotted down, these made a rich and neces- 
Sary ingredient for the woodsoil in the wildflower gardens and added 
meenessetorany soil., Dad had us»make,up pails of idifferent: kinds of 
soil, each prepared to a formula and labelled, and each the dream soil 
for certain species of plants. 

In addition, there was considerable forestry work to be done. One 
year f.set out a whole small plantation of mixed fir balsam and red 
maple just beyond Wavy Bill's Pool. We spent much time clearing trails 
through the woods to make distant plantations more accessible. This 
work, which was mostly cutting down small trees and clipping back 
brush, was delightful. We could imagine ourselves pioneers blazing 
Our way in some far forest, the first white men ever to set foot upon 
its virgin soil. It was fun to see our thread of open trail grow day 
by day, and spin its inviting way through thicket and grove. 

What is more compulsive than a path in the woods? Unless it be 
a ski or snowshoe track? Its initiative and intriguing course, leading 


to you know not what delights, beckons the mind--and the feet obey. 
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Unce we cUt a path tChrough. the heart.of)a dense, Small pine plan- 
tation not far from the house. I loved the thick bower of conifer 
Politage here and its rich pine smell. It was such a remote and 
Beautiful spot that I often went up there to recite poetry or read 
romantic books. Birds, rabbits, one-flowered pyrolas, and the pink 
ladyslippers I had planted, peopled it with lovely and companionable 
friends. 

Myeonwy Sad recollection of trail-cutting is losing a favorite 
Geeeot Dad's clippers. I can still feel my head’ hanging in misery 
and vain search, as I looked over and over the ground where they should 
have been. Some tears watered the unrevealing forest floor. 

One of the things Dad strove with us about endlessly was putting 
away our tools. He disliked sliding the Shop door open to enter and 
Scamp le over the rakes, axes or shovels that we had not managed to get 
any further with. It took him years to induce us to hang them in 
Peeemeoltaces on the Shop wall, despite his inspiring slogan, "A place 
Bereeverything and everything in its places" "We .bélieved in it, but 
only in theory. 

Bill and I also had a mouse and rat trapping operation, at 3¢ a 
mouse; 52 a small, adolescent rats andaioceforvaerull-grown one.s this 
trapping line found its trade somewhat seasonal but the barns and hen- 
houses often yielded an unfortunate rodent. 

There was a period when stones appeared by magic in the gardens-- 
BeuanperaCrop..  inississa’ strangesand' fearful fact abot soils “you 
clear away every stone in a field or a garden, and more will appear as 
if by magic--whence? Perhaps they work their way up from below. We 
were offered at this time 2¢ a quart for stones picked up and taken 


away from all but the rock gardens. 
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Another time Dad had hopes, as in the case of birds, that we could 
fearm to identify trees by their bark. We had already managed to 
Memeoegnize, several species by’ their leaf..,Driving home.one. day im the 
fall after the leaves had gone, Dad offered me 2¢ for every tree I could 
correctly name; it might as well have been a thousand dollars for I 
reached home no wealthier than before. 

For one winter, or perhaps two, Bill and I had another business 
operation that was quite big stuff--trapping rabbits for the State. 

A large number of our abundant Massachusetts cottontails were wanted 

to stock some other forest area. The State supplied us with fancy 

Woe curans and Dad offered us 20¢ apiece. Crates for shipping. six "rabs" 
peacetime with food, were also furnished. 

Rabbits were multitudinous on the Forest due to the taboo on 
hunting and trapping, and abounded even around the house. They were 
frequently a nuisance, romping into our garden at night and nibbling 
on tender vegetable tops. 

Bill and I had six or seven box-traps apiece, and set them out 
where we thought they would do the most good. We were familiar with 
the thickets and woods beloved of the rabbit world, and when there 
weereenow iat held a-clear record. of their, nocturnal lives....Setting 
Our box-traps in the middle of a fresh, well-used path, we were 
almost sure to have good pickings. The traps were about 2% feet long 
and ten inches wide, with wire-netting sides. When set, both ends 
were open and the bait inside seemed to overcome most rabbit suspi- 
Cions. They had to step on a platform inside in order to reach the 
tempting apple or carrot, and thus sprang the device. The two doors 
dropped like guillotines on either end--and the poor a-rab was trapped. 


Occasionally the wire release failed or, on sleety nights, the doors 
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froze open and the rabbit took his meal with impunity, but any type of 
box-trap can be guilty of these misdemeanors. 

PecueWiloliourap bags an which to, retrieve the: critters, 'oL71 
and I rose extra early and went out before breakfast and going to 
Senuol. ~On our separate routes, we trudged often more than a mile, 
Usually through snow, in all kinds of weather. It was really bracing 
exercise for us, and we saw many cold, windswept dawns steal into the 
sky. 

I vividly recall one pre-dawn trip. The night before we had been 
Soest mgnoy Starlight and’a fragmentary moon.» At 5:45 a.m. the stars 
had all shifted their ground from the evening chart. Orion's enormous 
frame had climbed half down the western sky, and the fingernail moon 
Weemeurasgnt up. The Big Bear had moved from a low position in the 
north toward the zenith height, and upside down, was pouring out its 
dipperful of stardust on a sleeping world. 

Ending my rounds an hour later, I came down the Back Meadow, the 
warm rabbit in my shoulder sack giving an occasional wiggle. The- 
Crust which had sped our sleds the night before was on the snow; and 
the first luminescence of day had come. Most of the stars had tiptoed 
off to bed, but Venus stood over our ermine-trimmed old house with all 
eae surrealistic glory ofthe Star of Bethlehem itself. 

When we got in, wind-blown and chilly, we were well set against the 
schoolroom's stuffy confinement. 

We-Kept "a Tunning account ot all “our trapping: operations,. as’ well 
as our hours of work, on a bulletin board in the kitchen, which included 
payments due and received. Here also appeared a record of our egg 
accounts. | 

Bill with his congenital inventive urge decided that the burlap bag 


was a pretty poor means of rabbit conveyance. Rabs had been known to 
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escape in the transfer from trap to bag. When, by good luck, we 
found more than one rabbit in our rounds, it was easy to lose one in 
bagging the second. 

So Bill conceived, designed and executed what he called his 
Rabbit Snatcher. About as long as a box-trap, it was a bit wider and 
@eeinagLe Slid down from the top to divide it into two equal compart- 
Peeeoeeewithehis first rabbit snug in:a.private room, the second could 
Geescately introduced into the other half of the Snatcher. It worked 
very well. 

Sometimes we caught red squirrels which were, of course, set free-- 
if they had not already gnawed themselves out. On one occasion we 
caught a snowshoe rabbit. These great northern hares turn white in 
winter to match the snow and their disproportionately large feet enable 
Eaemecoeuravel in deep, Jight snow without sinking ;in very fan. This 
time it must have been a Saturday as Dad was with us, and it was 
apeer Dbreakfast. 

Preceme- turo this fellow+loose:," Dad»said. ,"I!11,give $5. to, the 
one who can catch him." 

We ranged ourselves each on a side behind the trap, about three 
feet back, and Dad raised one end. Dubious at first and cautious, 
our white-haired guest hopped out. We each gave a lunge. Whissshhh-- 
he was gone like greased lightning. We dashed a couple of yards, and 
Stopped. It was worse than useless. Why kid ourselves that we could 
overtake this fleet white shadow! Now that I look back on it, in 
offering these generous rewards, Dad was probably never taking any 
great risk. 

Once I caught a flying squirrel in one of my traps, and kept him 


as a pet for a few days in a round Quaker Oats box. He did not seem 
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Domtake MUChMLOsCapLivety.,Sso oOnerdusk Dad and Lesetohimeires taetne 
woods up by the old Sheepbarn foundation. Climbing up a tree some 
ewenvy tect, 1 took him ‘gently out inemy Nand and opened its»! "He 
Slipped off my palm and, spreading his four legs, glided away like 
aetiny’magic carpet to another tree, and then on into the gathering 
eet eWcitingsup the storyrof thisegentle little fellow for a’ school 
Mevecery contest, IL carried off the first prize for an essay--and one 
dollar. 

fneemeour most interesting) guests" was ‘a red* foxj;.ia vixens This 
Seemruethe Carly days of our first*years*on the Forest. *Dad.found her 
Caught in a trap; one of her legs had been broken by the vicious steel- 
trap jaws. Since no trapping was allowed on the Forest, this one be- 
longed to a poacher. Dad ripped out the trap and threw it on our dump. 

Byekeeping a small stick in her mouth, we» got her out of the trap 
and carried her home under Dad's coat. We wanted to keep her until 
her broken leg healed, and turned her loose in a vacant upstairs room 
with food and water. One window was left open a crack for ventilation. 
The second day she managed to get that window open wide enough for her 
to squeeze through. Broken leg and all, she jumped the two stories to 
meeeoground and limped off up the Back Meadaw to the Wonder Forest. 
Frantic tooth and claw marks on the windowsill still remain, mute 
testimony to a wild creature's unsubduable need of freedom. 

In early summer we quite often found nests of baby rabbits in 
the long grass right near the house--dear, furry little things too 
young to be afraid. One time Dad found a quartette of little red 
squirrels whose mother had been killed by a weasel. Bringing them 
home, Dood was shown how to feed them milk with a medicine dropper. 
Very new, the little cuties knew no fear and swarmed all over him. 


We have a snapshot showing this pleasant scene--all four squirrels 
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briefly contained between his hands on his lap, and on Bood's face 
a delighted smile. 

So far the guinea pigs have not been mentioned. They were a gift 
from friend Hal Tiffany (who will be properly introduced later) in the 
form of one pregnant female. This was a gift upon which Mother and Dad 
first looked askance, but once we saw her, all we kids could not bear 
to part with Mama Guinea Pig--even Bill and I who were teenagers by 
then. What an entrancing creature she was! Though her lovely tan 
Sides frequently bulged with imminent motherhood we found no substan- 
Siatiorn tor Bill Manley"s claim that guinea pigs are bisexual: 

Mama Guinea Pig and nearly all her progeny unto the fourth and 
fifth generation were a lovely beige color--a warm tan that Ha] called 
Pare=aii-lait. Guinea pigs are sturdy, happy little things that’ seem to 
willingly take all the love and petting bestowed upon them. 

Mama Guinea Pig had a passion for dark places, and we never tired 
of using this protective instinct against her for our own amusement. 

A garment put over her head, and pulled slowly along, had her scamper- 
ing after to get her whole anatomy under cover. We had to laugh at 
Maemo rone of her cute, plump posterior trotting eagerly along behind a 
Sweater. 

Guinea pig language is an intriguing little squeaking sound, as 
though the little animal were chewing rubber. Nearly all were amiable 
and friendly. And we solved the mystery once and for all of the saying, 

WPick a OUinea 01l0.UupD DY tne tarl and its eyes will "drop out.” 

Treas UncOuUlcCeGLY LrUG=—-DULeTirst find aCail. 

Somewhere back of Mama Guinea Pig or her spouse there was a dark 
strain for among the cafe-au-lait babies there appeared an occasional 


throw-back. One was Quicksilver, a gentle little female--her hairs, 
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alternately black and white, gave her a rich silver tone. Then there 
was our fierce and redoubtable Moosey. Moosey in the sprucey! 

We (meaning especially Bill, good carpenter that he was) had 
built a lovely pen for these pets. It was kept behind the house. A 
snug wooden hay-strewn domicile gave out onto a yard, wire-enclosed 
save for the floor which was open for free feeding. Like Nebuchad- 
nezzar, Mama Guinea Pig and her babes ate grass. When the greenery 
in one spot was nibbled away, the whole structure could be easily 
removed several feet to give them pastures new. 

Moosey was a hellion from the word go. A rather loathsome grey- 
Browne color, there was a wild, unpredictable glint in his roving eyes. 
The other guinea pigs were contented with their cell, but Moosey-- 
never! One day he dug himself out under one corner of the yard. Two 
law-abiding brethren witnessed this rebellion and were led astray.’ 

Behind the vegetable garden in the rear of the house were two 
rows of Norway spruce--our windbreaks. Moosey headed for the nearest 
line of them, admiringly followed from a distance by the other two. 

By the time we had discovered the escape, even Mama Guinea Pig 
was pattering happily about among the vegetables, but she was so tame 
and friendly we had her in our arms in no time. Moosey and company 
among the spruce were not detected for some time. And when we found 
them, all inducements failed to get them back. 

Fearing POt Ciel Vesa hey si ale rtcOULdOOnrS, OVernignt, “a, Dreyeto 
hungry hawks, owls and perhaps foxes, we brought up all available 
reinforcements--even Mother--and the chase began. Up and down the 
spruce row the iittle things raced, Moosey in the lead. While one of 
Msec.csedq off their retreat in one direction, the others lay in ambush 


lower down beside the row, trying to pounce upon each guinea pig as it 


NN TE en a a ah ee Loe 
cis ) ms wi ea Hy Bahia im Tat ny . . vf Roi eu 


ormgd moiatt!, aad n pees we Fi vette BAe, Foe br 
neeaieteey, ae io. sat erooM be agit he Spee | 
Ligeti suey brosien bed. eRe inionuen, elena 
Mile eae ls fyi wer Ag Mines. Mit: SO ny babes a: 
TRL BRAT, 1 a b aotiy sli OVE ws ‘akan, sb eam ite) ramon 4 


setae eats pres Pr “ea ath (pein eal? ave, rot 


i) fa] a *< Za al | i i 2 “Pp ‘ A “ My , + Ub : | bal Bs o i rr a ‘ « PL) iB f T* 5 ) eee) webu z : pad . 


‘ ‘ é ole . r a @ P 
ehigee ad, blued eal see te haw irae a a cee. Ce 


; md at 9 ’ y 
any keer ay RS wee og Sede VLPs yet 
weer hy CB a4) TROT S Os 4 Bs Oe, re iG Tt me or i oy Veron 


¢ S| 
4 ‘ adel “Tweet iy Ad id Ap 4 bd 
gp orm.yve sf Par 1a 1 () Ly own aT ? as, >t Canes eo ig i ne, Varire ) one on A 
® j = ; , A 
7 4 L ii) Pus hea 0 i n » oe an as bi 
ea Dut Chi? Sahih ‘ t he ie erty we | wa et “ih pk j 9 is n 0 G-S604 wy 28 


ss. 
pet tyme ey Me CARR nn haley tome Vievabe gel we eb pee vs Ph 
iM 
Hes ate! Se ONG ee eam, | wherne Bidet voy sy waite as 


jenrdan, edd 66) ANA ewe) neRRRe Le Teepe tgs ewnlrge Youe 


VAS? ca tind dvew A ie Leet: Ee ‘beer Otis Hea Ate ertens 


ee, TRAD weit vi noite @ pias Veun lant! ¢f etre Ps ie +9. “i 
Kin) eenivg | Wha oO hue RR 2 wie? oaw A Veaee GR Gap onl? ai xi 7 
Hoe t oe ga ae qe: seve itera ay engi Asani’ (pkhaes erteasin 
yiaqet oi eatin amie? yt! ist or ide nt 8A Ret tu vino g 
me. ee on inp cae dren pouTgs i 

fasten ee ie 
a 


eh, pies PY a bea Ose xy 


ag cere al 
ie Lied ey) il fh heli my a, fable Ba . 4 ine ae = 
| sie iii Re Cae wth eee ih ea i tion wat 2 


Cn 


ini ode ie ea 


enue’ 4 Aa a 


y' 
pF 
i 


ae | 
ne 


ae et 


Pn a 


214 


came by. Finally they were all retrieved, Moosey last and protesting 
pacrerly. 

Pupechnisewasvonly the first of hisiescapes. He became awverizautc 
Houdini at wriggling through narrow chinks and crannies. Paths were 
beaten under the spruce rows. 

"Moosey in the sprucey!" Shelt would yell when he found an almost 
abandoned pen, and groaning aloud, we came to wage war upon him, for 
his own miserable sake. 

"Moosey in the sprucey!" 

His dark little form was hard to see and his speed was astonishing. 
Even when we got out the pickerel net, his capture was a struggle. Dood 
and Shelt seemed to love the excitement of it all. We even suspected 
them of occasionally letting Moosey escape to brighten some dull after- 
moon.) But Mother, Bill and I got thoroughly sick of snagging ungrate- 


ful Moosey out from under the spruces. 
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The indoor fads had their outdoor counterparts. Like most kids, 
Bill and I went -through periods of swordplay. We made ourselves lath 
weapons and pieced together wooden shields after Mother had taken 
back boiler lids we found so splendid. Accoutered with buckler and 
sword, we strutted about, warring fiercely upon one another with 
proper cries of battle: 

"On guard, knave!" 

"Have at thee, varlet!" and 

bie eon, .MacDurf!" 

At one time Bill's shield wore the painted legend "Sir Galahad," 
while in more staggering letters on mine, I had labelled myself "Sir 
Bonaparte." 

We had bow and arrow spells, too, when we went about ranging/for 
Quarry. Red squirrels were unpopular with us Peearecet nan rob the 
nests of birds, and they were the particular targets for our slings 
Sum@earrows; bDUt happily we never hit any. With snakes, I regret to 
Say, we were more successful, and dispatched two or three harmless 
black snakes in the course of an anti-reptilian campaign. Inadvertently 
we were upsetting the balance of Nature, for these little fellows, 
like all creatures, have their useful function; as frogs and toads 
do, they live on pestiferous insects, keeping down the supply. So 
we were actually killing our own defenders. 

Inspired by the Sherlock Holmes tale, "The Sign of the Four," 
we made ourselves blowguns like the fiendish Tonga. A slender sumac 
branch cleansed of its soft center made an excellent tube. Breaking 


the head off a wooden match, we mounted a needle, point outward, in 
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one end and bound it with thread. This made a wicked weapon and I 
sometimes wonder we did not put each other's eyes out. A good breath 
could send one of these darts twenty-five feet, and. while we occasion- 
ally put up targets, we preferred shooting at each other. 

when Bill was about eight, he engaged in his one and only hunting 
Srpedicion. One day he asked for’ permission to take the .22 rifle 
given him for target practise out after crows. A flock of them could 
be heard yelling in the meadow above the Monterey Road, and we could 
see the inevitable sentry keeping watch from the top of a tall poplar 
Poeewe meeting quite sure: of the birds! safety, Dad finally gave con- 
sent, and Bill went confidently forth. 

Pees iegetione,” said he. 

After about half an hour had passed, a single shot rang out, and 
we all smiled at each other indulgently. Ten minutes later, Bill 
sauntered back to the house--with a dead crow. 

On a branch of the First Maple Tree, we had a swing, and the 
brown scar of earth beneath it was testimony to our frequent patron- 
age. We pushed each other until our toes touched the leaves of a 
much higher branch; and the view down the valley into Connecticut 
that each high swing revealed was delightful. 

Dad believed in a boy's knowing a few essentials of self-defense, 
Soewhen Bill»was* about to go to school for’ thesfirst time, at.nine, two 
pairs of boxing gloves and a punching bag were produced. Even earlier 
we had a pair of spring. muscle-builders, part of Bill's getting-to- 
be-a-strong-man outfit. Hanging on these springs was a spasmodic 


enterprise, usually resorted to only on rainy days. 


i aan sles teats | oe e'2 lig srtent nt ats ome 
fitun ss SAG Ll ‘ie! Me ae ene hoot ny Ha bide ow ‘edo 
se hepa) de oii vi aoe aubtnk aed ubieiane guar, vs Oi | 
clang eel leaps ‘apt dt Moe | aed lla 

Oi) tual eter ad ai ebay neta an, tee eeiy dw 2a | 
20h BES GAT OREK Bt me Lyd fein oh satiate dup and snk a) 


omy im i ee aoe Ne dataset, Labses ao" 2 ite 


(hee we ere: pee WN aT NO Sr ey ee, ‘ween Ge Ad Bl Des 


4 on i 
Vefoda [hed ea Oe ort Bod hen ree, Cee ol oko Veet 
yoownd dite eed) obese Taher —ne Wie w2tob gn laps a 
Vit Sidhe ereads Yeorw 1708 bag? : 
a itis iy eee 126 ry on 
4S 4.6 
x ’ - ey i . of : a) 4 A w ie uA es Ww py a] " { fi } wi aut | 


' ; x ie e7ib i" va a am La H ek pin Hales Gg hehe "wh ad 
ones toed «Ow abeey ao a ised > 
hee 
= ae i 
are Orie ewe eT WW, OT Mees ee Le Acree 6’ RY 


gle 


: ie | | ol 
snes dog deapueesT Ted oe Ob eeT GEL. See eee FG Thay 4 


Mg 


ke beet ie Cudawal avad: Vivo Lira hete Haee onieie an" 
funtsopang? ose Ve art geld a 33} wand Hy sll aye ‘wana 
| | ANH ee nye Led aie Ab wap bin Te tig xe a 

senwhin- Vek oc) adigapiony wt “eigen a" yee bat) | dahat tig "tee 

ow.9 vain te wnt iyi a is Soa be Ahi ae synda oe ta 


hh fl die ans, been | Lai ¥ ne ! i Aided ~ copie ail ti Fi 


Ve 


Fane eae 


vey oot ioe 


ene wv) 
rie 


La/ 


But now with boxing gloves, Dad showed Bill how to spar--how to 
hold his fists, keep his feet, and work the defensive left arm. Of 
Beetee ll nadvto besin onvit; too; and*some of the instructions, hand-— 
and footwork remain. When Dad had had enough for one day, Bill always 
fearedsme.to box with him. “Eager at first, I soon became reluctant-—- 
Peamebeing trounced. In vain ‘Bill called me a sissy and a BGt Sap Ve Cal. 
In vain he declared that he would not hurt me--I, had heard that one 
Benorey only to get biffed on the nose in the heat of battle. So 
Bill had to fall to the punching bag which hung from the porch ceiling. 
(Shelt experienced similar poundings at the hands of a brother bigger 
and stronger, and can understand my lack of enthusiasm for boxing-- 
for Dood was as eager as Bill to tune up on the only available adver- 
Panay, woo, happily for him, was smaller.) 

On Tainy days, besides our battle games of various sorts, we had 
the many barns to play in. On an early trip to Brooklyn, our grand- 
parents had given each of us a scooter. These were fine on cement 
Seeewalks but proved little fun on ‘our-dirt roads. Even trundling 
down the lawn on them was a bumpy and unprofitable business. We 
could and did ride them in the barns, though, going around and around 
the Ford in the Horsebarn, or scampering about in the big recesses 
Orethe Cowbarn../Years later the younger pair had*scooters, too-- 
luxurious numbers with balloon tires and streamlined shapes with 
which, less daunted by the washboards than we, they scooted back 
and forth to school. Still later. they sped about the landscape on 
bicycles which were also used for ‘commuting the two miles to school. 

In the Cowbarn a long rope hung down from a pulley on the ceiling 
which had once been part of a monorail hay-loading: device. The pulley 


no longer slid more than an inch or two, but we all loved to swing 
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Oasche, Tope, asGhimbing.up One wWartition, with it. we.would ride uc 
Par Gignespace some satwenty feet, theuwslide on, the ceiling giving <a 
protesting chug each time we wafted back and forth. 

Ansinteresting pastime was shouting im the silo--until .it.was 
torn down. The rain sounded sepulchral on the roof and our piping 
voices echoed and re-echoed in the hollow gloom. Every time we 
stamped our feet, it filled the clammy shell with sound and us with 
apprehensive awe. Sometimes we drove our scooters around a few 
times but it was too eerie for us to long endure. 

peeewornall Darn sports was playing, in the hay;. during. the, years 
Dick shared with us, we often kept some of his winter fodder in the 
Cowbarn. Climbing up on the rafters, we somersaulted into the fragrant 
weepeeo tang in every possible position... The prickly stalks, the dry 
Beeers OF wild oats,.the dust that often brought us out sneezing, in- 
Sitcraced OULr hair, down our necks and.up. our.sleeves. But it was 
great fun. Mother and Dad, whom we called to witness and admire, were 
sure we would break our necks. The lower the hay pile, the further 
we could somersault, and we occasionally achieved double ones, more 
by accident than design. 

There was another activity we spasmodically relished and could 
enjoy both indoors and out (though Mother preferred it out!). This 
was the making and flying of gliders. Periodically we became glider 
mad. Every likely sheet of paper--not sparing Mother's good stationery 
unless she came to its defense--was transmuted into aircraft. Tables 
and floors became littered with leftovers and rejects, and again we 
could hardly be persuaded to forsake our sport for meals. 

Making gliders was easy. Any ordinary sheet of paper, if not 


too thin, sufficed. Folding it in half, we snipped out freehand the 
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outline of a plane. Large wings were usually in front and smaller 
behind, though at one time or another we tried every shape and size 
we could conceive of. Molten wax from a lighted candle was dripped 
on the glider's nose, and frequent test flights made to indicate when 
tme proper ballast had been achieved. Standing on a chair and holding 
Our creation high to give it the best possible elevation, we released 
it to swoop or spiral gracefully to the floor, usually slithering 
under the sideboard or the china closet from whence it had to be 
Seeiaeved in a horizontal position. Often furniture impeded its des- 
cent and it hurtled disordered to the floor--crew and passengers un- 
doubtedly lost. 

Unless the first glider proved exceptionally able, we abandoned 
Peeper a few flights to make an improved model. This, in turn, if 
not our dream craft, was soon neglected for a third--and we chortled 
Seeretne grotesque and startling outlines that came from our feverish 
BCissors, crying to each other to watch the descent of our latest 
masterpiece. 

Seeking greater scope, or perhaps fleeing parental shooing, we 
merce go oULdoors, each clutehing a handful of better products. A 
calm day or one with just the suggestion of breeze was fine, but any 
real wind completely bedeviled our frail craft. We sailed them from 
the porch, and one day we even went up over the kitchen and let them 
out of the second-story hall window. This was great--we shrieked 
Qleefully as they rode the errant wind currents, falling sometimes 
in a clean, circular swoop rea eni to earth, sometimes rising ex- 
Citingly om a gust. Every once in a while an ill-designed plane 


plummeted to the ground, fluttering wildly, and wailsof disgust arose. 
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Thesomlyatrouble this: dayewas that quite, a few of, ourggliders 
landed in the flower garden directly below, having sailed ina 
returning curve. We romped in after them with what we considered 
Care, and went on with our play. But soon Dad came by and, behold- 
img the downtrodden condition of his columbine, put an abrupt quietus 
Saeene scene. 

When spring came to the streams, we dammed up the waters of the 
little Farm Brook just below the Horsebarn and played in the resulting 
pool. We had all kinds of boats--some bougthen, more that we had made 
ourselves. I remember a toy steamboat of Bill's that wound up and 
steamed magnificently about for a while. Even after frequent dis- 
asters at sea had rusted the motor into paralysis, we loved its happy 
likeness to the real thing. 

Our own vessels, while entertaining, were made of weather-beaten 
boards and shingles and looked drab. Our paddle-boats, however, were 
very efficient and plied the yellow waters of the brook with the dig- 
nity of self-power. 

Tacking paddles on the four sides of a small block of wood gave 
us the paddle-wheel; the center of this was pierced and threaded with 
miorst rips: of rubber cuts from an old inner tube... The, two. loose ends 
on each side tied together and went over nails on each side of the 
boat's stern, the paddle-wheel itself being set in a rectangular notch 
cut in the stern board. Winding up the paddle-wheel seventy-five or a 
hundred revolutions, the boat was ready to go, and when released would 
chug sedately across the pool. When pitted against a spring current, 
these boats made little progress, though striving valiantly until 
their motive power was exnausted. 


Of course, we had races and sea fights, arming our craft with bent- 
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nail cannon and manning them with lead soldiers. No matter how often 
drowned, the brave amphibious companies rose up again to stand by 
their cannon anew. (We made soldiers, too, out of clothes pins with 
Slivers of wood for arms, but they were too gargantuan for our small 
boats.) Great and fierce were our naval encounters as the boats 
rammed each other at full tilt--hulls were sprung and splintered, 

and the bottom of the ocean strewn with noble dead. 

The nearest approach we ever got to a comic strip'was a series of 
drawings recording the exploits of two creatures known as Pinhead and 
Tomatohead. Comic strips in the newspapers were forbidden us--the 
comic sections of the Sunday papers being promptly burned as soon as 
the paper came in the house. Our parents were disgusted at the vul- 
garity of the stuff and wanted to protect our receptive minds from it. 
In my own case, whenever I paid unchaperoned visits to the library, 

I read the "funnies" voraciously for about two years--and have been 
unable to enjoy them since. 

Pinhead and Tomatohead were easy to draw even without talent, 
Since all we had to do was make eight or ten straight lines for our 
figures. The size of their heads differentiated them, and they were 
the only characters. Methinks these two were Dad's original brain- 
babies, and the delicious crispness with which he executed them 
feeaoniced US, driving us into a*frenzy. of imitative scrawls. Bill's 
figures were good but I cannot draw water. Dood on the other hand had 
aepacural flair, for drawing. 

Pinhead and Tomatohead were constantly at war, and Tomatohead, as 
the villain of the pieces, was always worsted--usually left prone upon 
the ground, his large toes pointing toward heaven. Any scenic effects 


were sketchy and the author was needed as narrator to explain the 
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indefinite wiggles. 

Dagesoenteoulte a. bityote time, wespecilally in thegseanlyedavs, 

Bias cing. He reran the boundaries, of the Forest and made a type 
survey, mapping the different land features. Bill went over the 
lines with him, carrying his rod and tape. We were both much in- 
meagued by the resultant cartography. the fascinating: little chains 
of ovals meant stone walls; that neat parade of Xs was a barbed-wire 
fence; the small black rectangles were buildings--houses and barns. 
Beemeaundaries moved in straight’ lines from ‘circled dot to dot, each 
step being the distance, to scale, between the transit shots. 

As susual when carried away by admiration, we wanted to do it, too. 
So we invested in multi-sized celluloid triangles, T-squares, scales, 
dividers, tracing paper--and erasers! Dad supplied us with all the 
transit readings in degrees, and the.distances in feet, and showed 
us how the readings were translated into straight lines and circled 
dots. 

We listened and watched raptly; then, seizing newly pointed hard 
Temper ls, we plunged into activity. Starting at a’ spot in the line 
nearest the house, we moved boldly forward--bending by the hour in 
the Back North Room over our drawing boards. It was fascinating work, 
but I was disappointed that my lines, stone walls, and fences did not 
look like Dad's cleancut work--they were uncertain and fuzzy with 
myriad erasures. A dot was lucky not to have false starts radiating 
From it like spokes in a wheel, and I started over from my beginnings 
a couple of times in sheer disgust at the confusion. 

PUCKIOG GUsuuerns Telauavely Uuett, drarting with infinite envy, 2. 
returned still more depressed to my smudges. And when it came to 


closing the 900-acre area, he madeit with only a small jog. Having 
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the final line meet the beginning dot without main force was impos- 
Sible unless you had proceeded from point to point with accuracy 
throughout. Like double entry books at the end of the month, my map 
would not close. A gaping hole existed between where my first dot 
was and where it belonged according to the figures of my last leg. 
It was tragic. To close the map by force was cheating as well as 
inaccurate. 

I went over all my computations again and found many errors which 
snapped my boundaries back and forth, East and West, North and South 
in a paroxysm of zigzags. I shuddered, I groaned, I erased--and 
Sreeec again. iI had corrections on my corrections. «Finally I started 
all over once again in despair, and brought forth another miscarriage 
that would not close in its turn. I gave up drafting forever. 

Bad had a pamphlet on trees, some sort of a forester's guide, I 
guess. Some of its pages had drawings of stands of trees growing 
with haphazard abandon as they do in nature. An outline of each 
tree's shape was sketched in--I think sometimes even its root system 
below ground appeared. The trees were numbered. What trees, the 
leaflet asked, should be taken out to enable the others to grow into 
a healthy stand of wood? Elsewhere in the book the scene was repro- 
duced in miniature with the doomed trees blacked out. Bill and I 
concentrated on the picture and each made his selection of what 
trees should survive. This was fascinating, trying to figure out 
the most valuable trees. And there was something wonderful about 
being able to turn to the corrected picture, and see the grove miracu- 
lously transformed into what it ought to be. 

We had an Edward Lear limerick book that we loved dearly when it 


first appeared. It was allegedly a collection of the world's best 
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limericks--though there are those who question if a limerick is ever 
Pooge Olli mands! found, somesof -them veryiefunny “and even sour eparemes 
were occasionally amused. The biggest hit was made by the Young Man 
of Bengal, with the Seedsmanof Leeds a close second. Their pure absurd- 
_itydelighted us: 

There was a young man of Bengal 

Who went to a fancy-dress ball. 

He went just for fun 

Dressed up as a bun, 

Andva deg@ate Him-up in the -hall. 

There was a young seedsman of Leeds 

Who swallowed six packets of seeds. 

inva MOC sl Vly eass, 


He was covered with grass, 
Ande@ecoulcn’ t sro down Forsthermweeds. 


Saueevene tie best limerick is funny only once! 

Some rather engaging cartoons illustrated the book, though to our 
sorrow neither the lad masquerading as a bun nor the one covered with 
weeds was depicted. 

There was also the Worst Limerick in the World, though we all 
thought it had a lot of runners-up. One dreadful one began, "A strong, 
Serpent Man on a-ranch, thrashed a beautiful girl with a branch..." 
(with illustration) and was so silly I almost forgave it its literary 
Sins. 

Bill and I were, of course, moved to try our own heads at the 
business but never felt we had overwhelming success. Dad, on the 
other hand, wrote two as good as most in the book. 

Some time before the limerick craze, we had become smitten with 
the idea of writing "parlez-vous" verses. While we were much amused 
by our gems, we could not seem to break the calm sobriety of our 
parents' faces. Bill's lines about a trained flea were the best. 
mieae passions, tike wall the*= rest, ‘died®a natural death’ from overwork. 


and happily were never resurrected. 
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Our good parents were frequently amused during those early years 
at my indefatigable pursuit of Bill. Wherever he went, whatever he 
did, I had to be in on it--as closely and completely as possible. 

He would be seen running down the lawn, or up the lawn, on some deep 
project bent; and my smaller figure was always to be seen also, running 
full speed, and measuring my length at intervals, usually three times 
between house and henyards. 

SO we streamed everywhere in single file. If Bill was the engine, 
@eewas Said, I was the exhaust. Certainly I was no less inevitable. 
Was Ev wanted? Where then was Bill? Ruth to Naomi was no more in 
ieauaee te had the ideas and was the moving spirit in all things-- 
when it was not Dad. 

However, I recall rage at Bill once. Probably I had done something 
to provoke him. In any case he got me down on the kitchen floor and 
held me there, while he tickled me unmercifully. Being desperately 
ticklish, I filled the house with shrieks of anguish and "please"-that 
he cease and desist. Dad stormed the length of the house to put a quick 
end to the scene but laid more blame on me for my screams than Bill for 
his persecution. I stalked away wounded, and sulked. 

Bill can hardly be blamed for occasionally resenting my eternal 
duplication of his enterprises; he even called me a "copycat" once 
in a while--to my great indignation, of course. Later when Dood showed 
this same tendency I sometimes passed the same on to him. And he 
Pomc Still Jateryto,Shelt.. tAndwall’ of us aped Dad, who sought to 
soothe our irritation, and perhaps his own, by often quoting the old 
truism that "imitation is the sincerest flattery." But by the time 
Dad became interested in photography and Bill caught the LeV.e The 


managed to withstand the temptation to go overboard, too. 
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The year I became twelve, the Eastman Kodak Company, to stimulate 
the sale of its film, announced it would give away a Brownie box 
mameta and a’ roll of film -to every child of twelve. Enchanted’ at this 
Mee, l-skipped in the day after my birthday to claim my prize—— 
though I already had a Brownie box camera, and continued to use it. 
It turned out to have more character than the one that came gratis, 
But at least the film came in handy. 

Dad had a Graflex camera, and an astigmatic lens and other expensive 
equipment and Bill became quite need oe at the developing end. 
Pernang nis clothes closet into a darkroom, he darted in and ‘out of 
Peewee ted Spot, sporting a red Lantern, ‘black cloth, bottles of 
chemicals and an exposure frame. He mumbled of hypo, velox and other 
professional jargon. I snooped about his room sometimes while he was 
engaged in these activities and allowed myself to smother in the tiny 
darkroom while he showed me how it was done. I even trusted him to 
Geve1op my films, until disaster overtook a roll of them. When I 
rushed eagerly into his room one day to collect a newly developed 
fees, Bill handed me eight blackouts. “Outraged, and deaf to the ex- 
planations of "over-exposure," I betook my trade elsewhere--back to 
geeper’s Drug Store. 

It may have been a relic from the earlier western days in Arizona 
and Colorado, or a newer acquisition, but in any case, Dad had a 
lariat. It was very professional, having the end of the rope pass 
through a thimble to make its loop. We loved to have Dad take its 
Glamorous coils down from the hook in his Back North Room Closet 
(which contained all the wonderful things we might not touch) and 
bring it out. He was skillful with its Sinewy length and we never 


tired of running past him that he might capture us’ ‘in flight like 
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We loved also to receive the sturdy line into our own hands and 
try to rope each other, with Dad watching and cheering us on. But 
with this pastime, as with all games in which Dad shared (and there 
were few in which he did not!) most of the fun went out of it when he 
abandoned it and went indoors. We were not satisfied to edify each 
meer only. Dad and Mother -both, <if ipossible,must ‘thrill :to our skill 
and achievements. (Indeed this feeling still abides in me!) So after 
ne left we would fling the lariat a few more times with less and less 
interest. Soon we coiled it carefully, took it back to Dad and watched 
Gene store it to its hook abode--to remain there until such time as he 
felt like having another fling. 

When we were very small, we went through our first rope-tying mania. 
This was a matter in which Dad felt we ought to have some facility, 
especially in view of our summer camping activities. We learned 
first and foremost how to tie a square knot, instead of the usual 
granny; also we were taught about bowlines and clovehitches. I can 
remember our ranging about, ropes in hand, clovehitching every post 
we encountered. Tying knots soon led to tying each other under them 
and it developed into a game to rope each other up and see how soon 
We could extricate ourselves. 

Dad joined in--probably started it, indeed--and we became amateur 
Houdinis. I recall one afternoon in the Book Room when Dad trussed 
Ball wip very securely ina sitting position, his hands, tied..behind 
his back and his feet bound. He announced that a dollar was Bill's 
if he could free himself in ten minutes. He pulled out his watch, 
and Bill writhed, grunted, twisted, flailed and became red in the 


face from his exertions. Dad called out the minutes, and I watched 
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fascinated as they slipped by. Finally Bill got one hand loose and 
the rest was easy--in some eight minutes he was free, rising flushed 
and triumphant. Dad handed him a crisp one gol larho lie: 

"Please let me try it," I begged, motivated by a Lust Oledacd 
as well as the usual "me too" philosophy. So in turn I was firmly 
tied up, and it was my turn for contortions, perspiration and groan- 
ing. The rope cut my wrists and ankles as L sought to free them, but 
the tying job was a good one. As time sped past, I made no progress, 
and silent tears, not of physical pain but of anguish and frustration, 
trickled down my flaming cheeks. I saw my dollar and my personal 
honor alike receding. 

Redoubling my efforts, I thrashed about in my rope SUrd ute iacker 
like an imprisoned animal. Desperate tears dropped ever faster. 
Seeing how hard I took it, Dad loosened one of the bonds about my 
hands and gave me an extra allowance of time, perhaps for being 
three years younger. With this assistance, I finally escaped. Dad 
handed me my dollar, but it was a Pyrrhic victory. Il felt ashamed, 
knowing it had not been fairly earned, <and from their immediate joint 
departure, leaving me behind, I knew my two men were also embarrassed 
at my feminine tears. 

Every so often Bill and I felt moved to edify our elders with a 
dramatic production. For some reason we early fixed upon the final 
scene in Macbeth as our favorite. And it was always the same, except 
for Hallowe'en when we concocted what we considered more appropriate 
fare; and once when Dad wrote and directed a Christmas play for the 
three of us to present before Mother. 

No doubt the sword play in Macbeth was one of the selection's 


main charms, as we enacted only the duel scene 'twixt Macduff and 
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Macbeth, though we both knew each other's lines as well as our own. 
I liked the privilege of being found on stage when the scene opened, 
Suess envied Bill his magnificent line, 

STorchownelinound;°*turnh" 

=-and he made the most of it. But then I enjoyed shrinking back 
fieenorror as I turned»to render. the reply, and the windup speech, 

Pmay on, Macdurff,"“wassalways great. 

PmeoteakKicksjoutlofecoming off* thei victor inethe duel while 
enjoyed the martyrdom of being slain (contrary to Shakespeare's instruc- 
tions we did not "exeunt, fighting") and my expiration was done in 
Wiac i=felt to be an effective manner. 

We once put on this hardy perennial for a visiting relative 
(for whom has escaped me). When Bill got to the line..."Macduff was 
from his mother's womb untimely ripp'd," Mother whispered to our 
guest reassuringly. 7 

PpTheye don't know what atsmeans," she said. 

And indeed at least I did not, though I brooded over the words 
thereafter to ascertain what I was missing. 

At Hallowe'en we went all out in the spirit of the holiday. I 
recall one year especially when we gave our performance in the 
Creamery. Bill had written a play for the occasion--in fact it was 
to be a double feature--first a rousing melodrama of the old school 
and then a gala spectacle appropriate to the hallowed eve. 

A wire was strung across from the stovepipe to the wall in the 
front room of the Creamery and a curtain of sorts effected. The 
most comfortable chairs in the house were lugged down as inducements 
to our long-suffering parents, and the afternoon filled with 


rehearsals. 
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Bill's play was a revision of the old chestnut about the widow 
with a mortgage, the villain about to foreclose if the poor creature 
would not have him, and finally the noble hero to the rescue. Bill 
played a double role as both villain and hero. I was the impecunious 
but proud widow, apparently without even a mite. Dood, then two, made 
his stage debut. He was my ill-clad offspring and clung pathetically 
to my skirts at Bill's entrance in his evil guise. When he reappeared 
as the hero, Dood was supposed to run to him with a glad cry. It was 
a tear-jerker. We all hammed it up gloriously, Dood did his stuff 
nobly and the curtains crept closed to thunderous applause and salvos 
Gee Vrevo from half the audience. You might almost have suspected 
a claque! If there were no calls for the author, it was only that he 
was already twice honored as a Thespian. 

This curtain raiser was followed by a truly appalling pageant 
OF ghosts, skeletons, black cats, bats, witches and spirit sounds, 
all but the last hung on wires and jerked haltingly across the arena. 
Good it was that Hallowe'en came only once a year. 

Dad's Christmas play was a tidy little affair about two skeptical 
children who decide to sit up Christmas Eve to see if Santa is the 
real McCoy. They fall asleep and dream he comes--here Dad appeared-- 
and wake to find their stockings full but the mystery of the filler 
unsolved. Mother, as the sum and substance of our audience, was mag- 


nificently articulate in her appreciation of players and playwright. 
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CHAPTERS tc 


CAMPING 


It was when we were quite small (perhaps nine and six) that 
preleand I first began camping out. There was a big white tent in 
the house which dated from Dad and Mother's Franklin days. Now we 
unearthed it, as Dad wanted us to learn something of woodsmanship. 

Reconnoitering with him, we picked a pleasant grove to the 
right of the old Sheepbarn foundation, about two hundred yards from 
Paeemorse and out of sight’ of it.!. Under Dad's guidance, we cut a 
path in from the meadow and across the Farm Brook, clearing an area 
there of some five hundred square feet. A wooden platform slightly 
larger than the tent was erected about a foot high; on this we 
Mameted our tent, driving in the stakes so that the: guy ‘ropes could 
be slackened when rain seemed imminent. A "fly" went over the tent 
like a second roof and required a second set of stakes for its ropes. 
The bottom of the tent was tied to U-nails in the platform, making 
tne sides fit quite snugly. 

Fema hoe sample stone’ fireplaces outmmuin: front of wurd tent. being 
instructed in draft and general efficiency. By damming up what was 
already a small pool, we had fresh water for both drinking and toi- 
Betries in convenient proximity. Two ‘cots were set up in the canvas 
home, and Bill and I slept there most of the summer, our blankets 
and hair becoming redolent of fly dope. For though we did have 
cheesecloth at the entrance, it was impossible to render the tent 
wholly mosquito-proof. 

Once we had overcome our first nervousness, we loved sleeping 


in the tent. We had often before slept on the porch, even in winter, 
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Seewo tele Heres tnal we were really *camping out, It was delight- 
felevo lie listening to thertlittle brook hurrying away on its ‘import- 
meeeercand;, and 1t lulled us to ‘sleep, together with the rushing of 
the wind in the trees that tossed their leafy heads over us. Delight- 
ful. was the sad-sweetness of rain on our canvas roof. 

Waking up in the morning, we often found the sun dappling our 
outside living room. We put on the two garments apiece which consti- 
tuted our clothes, brushed our teeth and hair, washed our faces in the 
Clear, bright water of the brook, and pattered in our summer footwear 
Gf elephant-hide down to breakfast. 

Bare feet were an inevitable accompaniment to summer. In May, as 
soon as our parents allowed, we kids laid aside our shoes and stock- 
Peosedterretall. Oh; the light-faoted joy of the season's first 
@aeeroou day! Our toes rejoiced inthe cool taste of ‘springy grass 
and the hot browness of naked earth. We reluctantly put shoes on 
only for town; I was fourteen before Mother could persuade me to 
abandon bare feet in the interests of ounce Taavenp. 

Dad labored much to develop our woodcraft. He offered prizes in 
the form of special equipment for good campfire techniques--here we 
learned that a good woodsman lights his fire with one match. Paper 
was disallowed as not being what the camper can expect to find in 
the woods. Nor was birch bark always available. So we learned to 
cut a little heap of dry shavings with our pocketknives. Next came 
dry twigs, placed wigwam fashion over the shavings. Bigger sticks 
lay ready to hand. 

Shielding it with a hand held to windward, we struck our one 
match and held its precious flame to the shavings. Getting down 
on hands and knees, we blew through the draft to encourage the new- 


born babe. If we were fortunate--if we were very fortunate--the 
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figele cone, leaped into flame, andjbeing’fuelediby ever larger 

twigs in accordance with its increasing vigor, was soon a pleasantly 
Seeeveplaze. Thissin’ time was allowed’ to settle down into a hot bed 
Sreceoals, which was the ideal fire an ite fae cooking. A smokey 
fire, we were told, or an enormous pyre, were sure signs of a 
tenderfoot; a woodsman always had a small, efficient fire which 
cooked his meal with a minimum of accident and misery. 

This was the ideal. More often than not, especially if the woods 
were damp, Bill and I had to use several matches to get even a falter- 
ing fire. Sometimes an almost flameless smudge rose heavenward, good 
for discouraging insects and equally effective on us. Often the 
smoke exhibited a strange perversity, pursuing our coughing and cuss- 
ing figures in an undignified circle about the campfire. Our bacon, 
intended to be crisp and golden brown, became sometimes a stinking 
char. Pieces of toast fell from extended sticks and became burnt 
Seeerings to the gods. 

In spite of fly dope (made to the magic formula: one part olive 
Samone Oart oil of pine, one part oil of citronella and one part 
oil of tar) we were sometimes seen slapping wildly. But these were 
only incidental mishaps in the joyous business of camping. To this 
day I love the smell of fly dope, for it was the aromatic accompani- 
ment to so many hours of fishing, camping and sailing, as well as 
woodlands walks and FIC vena nice Dad wrote something once about 
the joys of insect life in the woods: 

The nature writers oft declare 
You need but to some nook repair 
Aide satmVvOts Len Cetra tes OLass 
To see the forest people pass. 

I tried it--sat me in a glade 


Intent to view the shy parade, 
With pad and camera by my side 
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(For none should intimate I lied!) 

I waited something like an hour, 

esate unblinking?’ through) eshowers 

And yet the birds and beasts were slow, 
Or so it seemed,-to start the show. 

Php LocCt, 4. saw NC wedast noOlrMbird, 

Nor any peep nor footfall heard. 


But wait before you rush to blame-- 
For I confess the pageant came: 

A cloud of midges hid the sun-- 

A hundred 'skeeters joined the fun, 
And ants in busy ebb and flow 

EXDLOTeO! MVeseructuLe., .weadsto coe; 

A caterpillar paced my neck-- 

f counted crickets by the peck, 

While some green nuisance, buzzing near, 
Refused to abdicate my ear. 

A beetle pinched me as he passed-- 

A thousand what's-a-names harrassed; 

A hornet stung me in the..WAIT! 

I fled that forest tete-a-tete! 

The naturalists who haunt the wood 

May, find bucolic vigits igocd, 

Buy eecnOUghitnenoeOnemwhomcerides, 

I think they must have leathern hides! 


Bill became quite good at the fire-builder's art and won him- 
self a handsome canteen and a small moisture-proof match case. 
Later on when, inspired by his friend Orville Giddings, a really 
good scout, he joined a Boy Scout Troop in Great Barrington, it was 
largely because he knew so much wood lore that kept him a perennial 
M¥enderfoot." An assertion of individuality and an eagerness to 
show the Scoutmaster that he, Bill, knew more of these matters than 
Peemesioerlon, Oid not win him affection; and Bill finally became 
disgusted by the non-recognition of his talent and gave up Troop 22 
as a collection of pantywaists. 

During these camping days we learned how to break camp as well 
as make it; how to extinguish a fire--we were constantly warned of 
the terrible ever-present danger of forest fires; how to cut fir or 
hemlock boughs to make a comfortable bed; how to purify water when 


in doubt as to its state; how to recognize a good campsite. And a 
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Oreat many other useful items of woodcraft. It all fitted in with 
Gmreolent interest and love of fishing, and was a delight. 

Best of all was when Dad went camping with us; then we really went 
afield. One of my most keen camping memories is of an excursion the 
three of us made over to our 100-acre lot in West Otis. This was on 
the Farmington River and to reach it we had to wade across some thirty- 
hivemrect sof stream. 

It was Saturday afternoon. Equipped with a small white tent with 
a built-in floor, and lovely aluminum camping utensils--the three-cup, 
three-bowl, three-plate, three-knife-fork-spoon set we were to use so 
often later at Duxbury, and bedding rolls as well as food--and fishing 
tackle--we forded the stream, Bill and I rolling our trousers high 
while Dad wore hip boots. 

Prom previous exploratory trips, to this property, we had a pretty 
good idea of an attractive location, and we settled a third of a 
meeeswor so from the river beside a trout brook. This was on the 
pDine-needle floor of a fairly open wood above the stream. We ani ae 
cut away the sparse brush and set up the one-man tent for Dad; Bill 
meee etiacd deciced to rough ite in’ theiopensthisitrip. The fireplace 
was built. Soon three luxurious beds were prepared of fragrant 
hemlock boughs laid round side down in layers and thatched like 
shingles. Our blankets went over these and completed our springy 
couches. Nothing lay between Bill and me and the sky--but a layer 
of mosquito netting. 

Butter, milk, bacon and other perishables had already gone into 
a bucket anchored in about ten inches of water. Cans of fruit salad 
(a weakness of us all) bobbed about in shallow water. When everything 


was shipshape and battened down, we went fishing. 
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That night we had a,.delicious supper of, say,, trout, <home- 
fried potatoes, peas and stewed tomatoes, canned fruit, cookies 
Peoemulk. Bill and L-climbed :into-bed scon after the dishes 
were done, and Dad sat outside for a while as we lay, hands 
Semin sour heads, gazing up through. the branches as the first 
magnitude stars began to break through the half-light. We luxur- 
iated in the complete isolation and peace of it--the little brook 
rushed by, murmuring secretly to itself. It was the mood music 
Of OUr excursion. We spoke of every night sound, and the lines 
of Dad's poem, "The Camp Fire," came to us with immediacy. (This 
hadebeen published in the appropriate pages of Field & Stream. ) 


When you're tired out with trampin' 
Through the windin' forest ways 
And are ready for a yarn or two 
Around the cheerin'’ blaze; 
When the owl's bark's resoundin' 
Ano tne sunset tiqhtoais spent, 
And you've had your trout and bacon, 
And are peaceful and content;-- 


WRENS ENE en edn tes al eeroungdr Vous 
And the woods are dark and still, 
And you hear the lonely wailin' 
OF the lonely whip-poor-will; 
When the loon's long, lonesome holler 
Echoes doleful in the night-- 
Draw up a little closer 
Inathe glowin'wfirelight! 


Dpawsuptagtittie «closer... 
And we'll let the logs burn low: 
We'll talk, and dream, and listen 
To the night sounds come and go; 
We'll talk, and dream and listen, 
'Til the coals have crumbled red-- 
While a million stars go wheelin' 
Through the darkness overhead! 


We began to grow sleepy despite ourselves in the gathering dark- 
ness; so Dad said goodnight and retired. In no time we were asleep. 


The next morning we broke our fast with fresh trout and bacon. 
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We lacked one fish of the six needed for two apiece, and while I 
feeeeeeecne: Tire, Bill’ went after him. Wonderful to tell, his brethren 
were not yet done to crisp perfection before Bill had him. What a 
meal! What a beginning for a glorious day. 

When all was in applie-pie order in camp, we went fishing, up and 
down the Farmington River, our sandwich lunches in our pockets. Get- 
mogge names in the middle of the afternoon, we found that between us 
we had a good mess of fish, a couple of brown and a rainbow included-- 
for the next morning's breakfast. It was warm, so Bill and I swam (or 
rather bathed) in the little brook while Dad watched from the bank. 

Soon it was time for another hearty supper and another delight- 
pul sevening. This time we got going on the silly tale about Captain 
Farragut. 

"It was a dark and stormy night," Dad began, "and the wind was 
howling through the trees. The soldiers were gathered around the 
campfire--and they called on Captain Farragut for a story. The 
captain began as follows: 'It was a dark and stormy night. The wind 
was howling through the trees. The soldiers were gathered around the 
campfire--and they called on Captain Farragut for a story. The captain 
Bempegeaswiollows:*i"lt\was a@dark=dandiustormy’ night... 3!"'" 
emceco iticould go, ad infinitum: 

Another favorite absurdity was the Cretan story and this, too, 
was forthcoming: 

Psa logaveresange AdageCretans areeliarss'waNow theequestion is 
Phas." )if that Cretan wasetelling the truthjwhen he said that all 
Cretans are liars, then he himself, being a Cretan, must be a liar 
and therefore he ied whenahersaeidathatgall Cretanstareilians,  e0n 


the othervhand, if the Gretan was lying when he said that all Cretans 
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e@eeiiars, then..." And that went, too, ad infinitum. There was/a 
ieawein the logic, of ‘course, but still I loved it. 

Surely breakfast is the best meal of the day, all things being 
equal. We are hungrier then and raring to go. Still more surely, 
fresh brook trout, toast and bacon cannot be surpassed even by the 
ambrosia of the gods. And in the dappled setting of an early sun 
among the hemlock and beech, set to the subdued chant of the stream, 


we had the perfect surroundings. The weather indeed befriended us 
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throughout our two days, lending the sun by day and the stars by PUG e:. 


It was sad to break up camp seemingly so soon, and set a period 


Gamtaismiovely sylvan idyll, but Monday*duties called and so we re- 


crossed our Rubicon and found the car again--and the daily haunts of 


men. 


Later on the white tent in the woods was set up nearer home, on 


a platform just behind the house at the edge of the vegetable garden, 


and the younger pair took delight in their turn at.sleeping out. 
Another camping excursion I greatly enjoyed was one taken some 
years later with Dood and Sheltie. The site of this pleasant occa- 
Sion was the Lodge Pool. Mother drove us up to the Lodge in the 
morning with the old white tent and our bedding and we pitched camp 


on the far side of the Pool among some pine trees. 


After lunch we made our official departure from the house; Dood 


had his hunting knife belted on; Shelt carried his trusty little 


axe, and parcelled out among the three of us was the food, the 


cooking and eating equipment and the fishing tackle. We moved along 


ipeaenoxiousebutleffective*cloudeofaftlyadope: 
Once up at camp, we put the perishable foods to cooling--food 


was our fort, indeed. We had enough for a week, in spite of a pro- 
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Meeted stay Of only one night. We cut boughs and made our beds, the 
Seeietent being ample to hold us all. Then we were free to takea 
plunge in the very icy waters of the Pool--slapping on another coating 
of fly dope afterwards lest we had been somewhat purified in our dip. 
Then we set up our rods. Starting at the Lower Pool, we wound our way 
downstream. 

We caught an ample frying pan of brook trout, strolling back to 
camp, we were all well pleased with life and our immediate prospects. 
We ate an enormous supper. A fireplace on the other side of the Pool 
provided us with a ready-made stove and Shelt's axework kept the fire 
fegeeneec.. Dood cleaned the trout for breakfast. 

Since we had so much food and so little time to eat it in, we 
@eeeeeco Untilsspace there was none in any of us. And we stretched 
Seer ore the tent groaning. We reminisced, told stories, laughed, 
and became incalculably silly. Then, when darkness obscured the Pool 
and only the deep sound of its waterfall was neard--when the stars 
Slipped in among the branches of the trees to lodge, and finally an 
almost entire moon rose up over Monterey, we went delightfully weary 
to bed--and slept the tight rich sleep so often visited on the young. 

Despite our stuffing the night before (or perhaps because of it), 
we fell upon breakfast with the avidity of the starving. Trout, many 
Slices of toast and of bacon vanished with enthusiasm, until every 
smidgeon of fin and fixings had vanished down the alimentary canals. 
When we came reluctantly to break camp we found we had almost as much 
food to carry back as we had come with--so we ate as much more as we 
could hold--purely to lighten the baggage. Then we were such bulge- 
bellies that we could find no allure even in the idea of fishing. The 


thought that our outing was really over depressed us, and we waddled 
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home--to lunch. 

I have a fragmentary but pleasant memory of about this same time. 
It must have been early June as Dood was away at school. Shelt and I 
Seror eG up ita the kodge after supper and stretched out.on the lawn_to 
watch the fireflies and, it turned out, slap mosquitoes. I recall 
Gasctuy the fragrant air, the prickliness.of the newshaven lawn, the 
eeoeoceuicee tiny lights of Monterey's outposts; the insects that 
haunted us and how we went into paroxysms of absurd laughter--over 
the mosquitoes. Remember, Shelt? Probably one needs only to be 


young in June in the country--in good company. 
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The Lodge was the scene of many delightful hours beside those we 
spent there with the Cooks during their summer stays. These came to 
an end around 1928 or so with Mrs. Cook's death; after that we saw 
Meee om on Iintrequent business trips only, and the children no more. 

In winter time we skated and played hockey there, and went up 
tO Watch George Brett and Otto icing. On hot Summer days, we paid 
Frequent visits to its chill depths. Never have I known water so 
cold as that in the Lodge Pool--unless it was the coastal waters of 
Maine in June. Once I established a record by sending my quivering 
flesh in on May 30th--but the stay was unbelievably brief, being 
extended only by the time it took to reach the shore. A dip in The 
Pool was a deliciously exhilarating experience always--and brought 
eereeling of inward purification and healing as well. 

We improved our swimming there, speeding from sheer necessity 
meenss 11S forty feet of frigidity. “Here we practised diving, starting 
on the dam a few inches above the water and working up. We felt proud 
when we could jump off the stone diving slab about four feet above 
Meewacer. soon we had graduated to "diving™ from it, i-.e., “going 
in head- rather than feet-first. Later still we achieved jumps, then 
dives, from the bridge and finally, as the very acme of courage, we 
sprang from the topmost railing on the bridge to the water ten feet 
below. I say sprang--perhaps "fell" would be a better word. We 
leaned forward, with our hands out-thrust and plunged head-first, our 
bodies following after in almost any state of See chh Frequent 


were "belly-floppers," painful to the mid-section. 
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Others beside ourselves occasionally thought The Pool a 
pleasant place to swim. The Forest was, of course, open to hikers 
gpageall folks who wanted to picnic in the woods, or just get out into 
the country. The trail to The Ledges was a walk enjoyed by many. The 
Appalachian Trail (from Baxter State Park in Maine to Springer Mountain 
in Georgia) went through the Forest. . It made a lovely circle around 
Seesovyepenecict Pond, but. it did not pass.up.our snoad. 

People were requested please not to light fires in dry seasons 
except in the fireplaces provided, and they were discouraged from 
scattering papers and banana peels about. And Dad had to make sure 
they were not subversively bent on hunting or fishing. 

One summer we noticed that on especially hot nights an unfamiliar 
Car went by the house up to The Lodge. There was no place for people 
to go except to The Lodge as that road ended there. And it was Dad's 
business to know what folks might find to be doing on the Forest at 
such an unlikely time, so one night when this same car failed to 
Peruon promptly, he, strolled, up. 

When he returned, he said the party was a German woman whom he 
had met once before strolling about The Lodge, enjoying the scenery, 
she said. With an embarrassed smile, he admitted that he had just 
now observed her swimming in The Pool--in the nude! "From afar," he 
added hastily, and she had not been aware of his distant presence. 

She came again, and he felt uncomfortable about it. But she 
was doing no real harm, and he could see no grounds for asking her to 
discontinue her Pica I think he was shy about letting her know she 
had been observed in such a state of dishabille, even from a long way 
off. However, the next year she brought a boy friend along, and Dad 


decided that this thing had gone far enough. So he went up. Making 
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all sorts of thrashing noises in the shrubbery while still out of 
sight, he delayed his appearance until they were clad and innocently 
sauntering on the Lodge lawn. But he spoke to them gently and 
firmly--and they came no more. 

The Lodge was a pleasant place to go. Mother loved the walk 
mad vorten suggested it to visiting friends and relations. We would 
stroll up the narrow dirt road--grass, clover and daisies abundant in 
the middle of the way, and on either bank. Halfway up the first raed 
to the right was a big boulder which Dad had dressed in harebells and 
rock pinks. On the left, the index fingers of white pine pointed the 
"Steep and thorny way to heaven." 

At the®top of the hill, ‘we let our guests turn to see that the 
view had gathered scope. Away sped the road, a narrow tan tape becom- 
ing lost in the foliage. Far beyond were the pale blue mountains of 
Connecticut, with plowed brown hillsides turning to summer green. 

A bank of mayflowers greeted us on the left a little further on 
when they brought forth shy fragrant flowers in April, not May. Be- 
yond them on the right bank was a deep brown pincushion of moss, and 
just ahead a small patch of blueberries which brought forth, in their 
Season, fruit--rich, sunmisted, mellow fruit. 

By then we were abreast of The White Birch. This was Dad's trial 
and special care. One of the first things we had had impressed upon 
us when we came to the Forest was the heinous crime of peeling birches. 
However, during an early summer there, a child of one of the Forestry 
Department men had peeled this one. And there it stood beside the 
road in all its unhappy state, a wide band of black nakedness marring 
its graceful trunk. Here--on the State Forest in plain sight EOGealL 


to see--a peeled birch! Dad groaned in spirit. It was enough to call 
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Forth one of our favorite expressions of anguish--in real distress we 
Seore OUT hair outein bunches and laid it on the table." 

Finally he hit upon the only possible thing to redeem the situ- 
ation. He painted it. Two applications of Duco white and the bark 
seemed restored. Ihe honor of Swann Forest and the Massachusetts 
Department of Forestry was salvaged. Guests continued to comment 
admiringly on its slender white form. And every so often Dad went 
up and put on another coat of paint. 

A step further on and we were at the four corners--the Brochu 
Lot Road went to the left, while The Lane wound off in the other direc- 
tion. Neither of these roads had ever known an auto wheel--nor would. 
Soon we were abreast of the two groves--dark, masculine pines on the 
teft side, and, on the other a group of white birches swayed on their 
bright, feminine stems. 

Beyond was a colony of sumac whose winter berries the deer so 
mien appreciate. During long snowy winters, we would break down the 
tall branches with their red clusters so that hungry deer could feed 
upon them. 

Then The Lodge was in sight, its arterial red form set off high 
on the knoll. Between it and us lay the valley of the Lodge Brook. 
@uisteat the top of ‘the hill, the Iron Gate Road turned off to the left. 
Pearay painted sign announced "LEDGES" in Dad"s neat characters, and 
invitingly pointed the way. 

On the left bank, halfway down the hill a lovely, enor- 
mous Old pine towered up above its neighbor trees like the venerable 
Founder of a noble line. His stalwart trunk was four feet through. 

In another minute we were on the bridge over the brook. One night 


in a stormy spring, this stream overflowed its usually adequate con- 
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fines, roared over the road and took away in its teeth most of the 
gravel that comprised it. A yawning pit of boulders greeted our 
astonished eyes the next day, and the highway had to be rebuilt for 
some twenty-five feet. 

Here, of course, we could hear the sound of The Lodge Pool, even 
over the voice of the brook. And a few steps further we could see 
it, pouring over the lip of the spillway, and tossing its white mane 
eeeeeeenindered down the stone steps. In the spring, the wide fiercer 
flow stood out from the steps, its long tongue falling with a thicker 
roar--and leaving room for one to stand behind it and remain almost 
dry. 

In a few minutes we had reached the Lodge lawn and climbed it. 


Beside the road, which once continued on to Monterey, was a large flat 


stone. We were told that this road was once the Albany-Boston Post 
Road, and The Lodge an old inn. It was easy and pleasant to imagine 
the stage coaches of old drawing up at’the broad stone to let passen- 


gers alight. This was a fascinating story, ieee Cle. 


People always seem to enjoy looking through other people's 
houses; so Mother always carried the key to The Lodge along in case 
this very human curiosity manifested itself--and it never failed. 

We were all envious of the fireplace here that we did not have in 

our house; Mother especially sighed for it--and the furnace. In many 
ways, The Lodge was a more comfortable house than ours, but we all 
agreed that we would not like to live in it. There was something 
gloomy about it--of course it was nearly always cold when we entered 
and it smelled musty and unaired. But most of all it was because we 
loved our own house. Indeed, we all grieved that we could never own 


the dear place--once in the hands of the State, it was likely to 
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remain there. Otherwise we should have bought it many times over. 

The Lodge did have one treasure, though, that all of us kids 
admired greatly. In the dining room, mounted on a wooden plaque, 
was an enormous stuffed brook trout. He was almost twenty-four inches 
long and his plump stomach regions must have measured a good ten inches 
deep. What a glorious monster! We dreamed of feeling such a fish 
tugging on our rods. Legend had it that he came from the Lodge 
Sigeeeucse.,, but we could not quite believe it. Even the wonderful 
waters of the trout hatchery, where our eyes nearly hung out at the 
lazy, liver-fed giants, did not ree a fish like this. Neverthe- 
less, the story enhanced The Pool in our sights. 

The house explored, we all strolled down to The Pool--probably 
Bill and I had been down and back already, having long since lost 
baeerest in the marvels of the -inner Lodge, save for the trout. 
We walked down the steep lawn, through a brief meadow and a small 
grove of pine to the bridge over the dam--and looked down upon the 
somber depths of the dark water. Heavily fringed with trees on both 
saces, The Pool was never fully in the sun except at high noon, and 
its water seemed mysterious and forbidding. There was a double ex- 
posure in its quiet surface, giving the surrounding growth a second 
watery existence. 

iaceteat its Oeepest by ithe dam. it. soon ran up. to. shallow 
water, though The Pool extended over one hundred feet upstream. It 
was wild and very lovely there. It was pleasant, too, to turn and 
look down where the water fell to the Lower Pool. The large pipe on 
the right, some two feet in diameter, was used for draining The Pool. 
This emptying had to be done periodically $0 that the annual accumu- 
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Forked away. With a long iron key, Tommy would open the pipe near 
the dam; it sucked the Pool waters down under and belched them out 
into the Lower Pool. 

Bill and I had been delighted once to slush around in the soft 
bottom where The Pool belonged during one such cleaning operation, 
the cool mud squeezing up between our toes. The brook itself ran 
along through the basin in an insignificant trickle. It all seemed 
very amazing--we could hardly believe it. 

One summer we constructed a pair of lOogmrahts;ebit) endeko and 
amused ourselves and the little fellows by Floating them in The Pool. 
Utilizing a couple of pines, fallen but still sound of limb, we cut 
out two logs apiece of equal length and lashed them parallel with 
boards about two feet apart, and thereon erected each a seat. Very 
luxurious they were, even with footrests in front in the interests 
Gmeadry feet--a foolish fancy: Finding them a little unstable, we ad- 
justed the superstructures until things seemed pretty well balanced; 
and tacking each a jaunty banner on a slender rod, we fastened them 
eOeche stern. (Then, equipping ourselves with long poles, we were 
ready to launch our weird crafts, which looked like Overgrown "skaters." 
Getting them away from shore we stepped aboard, taking care to keep 
Our weight in the middle. 

These "Cleopatra's barges" were treacherous things--but experi- 
mentation proved they could be negotiated. They were also wet, as 
the logs themselves were below the surface. But this was no matter-- 
we were in bathing suits and expected to be moistened. They were not 
speedy--poling was a slow, laborious business and our poles often 
stuck in the heavy mud. Sometimes we even lost hold of them after an 
especially hearty heave. Then there was AGEING Tor sTCvout conven. 


for fraternal aid while drifing pensively down toward the dam--or 
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else leap overboard after it ourselves. Eventually 8i11 made him- 
self a paddle and locomotion was easier for him. 

The kids, bless 'em, then three and six or so, enthused much 
Over these handsome creations and were loud in their clamor to be 
permitted to ride. So Bill and I took aboard one apiece, with many 
injunctions that they sit rigid in a designated spot. Like Madame 
Knight in her Journey, they kept their tongues in the middle of 
their mouths lest they upset the boats' equilibrium. As they could 
not swim, we sometimes enveloped them in homemade water wings, in- 
Tlated innertubes, but usually we felt competent to fish them out if 
Pies sre overboard. Praise be to the Lord that neither of them did! 

Then we got down to the real business of our sea jousts, putting 
the little fellows ashore to paddle about in shallow water and watch 
our water sports. Using poles as weapons as well as locomotive means, 
we began to battle, trying to tip each other into the drink. My mock- 
ing challenges soon gave way to shrieks as I felt my vessel sink away 
beneath me at an angle, leaving me to slip off protesting or plunge 
in with the deliberation of despair. 

Nor was Bill satisfied to have unhorsed me. While I splashed 
about objecting vociferously, he pushed my helpless craft over 
until its dripping heels appeared. Swimming back to it, I wrestled 
it until it was righted, recaptured my wandering pole by now somewhere 
near the dam, and towed the man-o-war back to shore. Here I wrung out 
the dripping banner, emblem of my estate, whatever that was, and re- 
ceived spiritual aid and comfort from the small gallery whose noble 
hearts invariably commiserated with the fallen. Then I went forth 
again to battle--to avenge my ignominy, or perish anew--usually the 
latter. 


We thought seriously of trying to make these craft self-propel- 
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ling, using the elastic and paddle-wheel principles of our toy boats 
=) On a much grander scale. But, after experimentation, we abandoned 


this project as impractical. 
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CHAPTER 20 


THES POUR TH SOF a iey 


iieine. carly years, Bill and 1 celebrated the Fourth of July 
Been joyous abandon. Along with Christmas, the first day of fishing, 
and Fair Week, it was looked forward to eagerly the whole year through. 
Peeeeat  2ts actual approach, our excitement rose to hectic proportions. 
Indeed so much so that we hardly ever survived the day without some 
pangs of illness. 

Working extra hours a few weeks ahead, we would save up in order 
to spend the largest possible sum (probably $2.50 apiece) on the pur- 
chase of fireworks. If our funds were too meagre, kind parental dona- 
tions augmented them, especially when hinted for. 

We loved the process of shopping for fireworks. Little stands 
popped up all over town and we selected our dealer and purchases 
with care from among the juicy displays. Of course we had to have 
several packages of firecrackers, with a few cannon crackers and some 
finger crackers thrown in, and a couple of boxes of torpedoes. Neces- 
eery, too, were several rolls of caps for our pistols, and a little 
keg of powder that burned into a pink and profuse blaze. And punk. 

Night theirs were even more entrancing, and we had to have 
two or three boxes of sparklers, several Roman candles, a couple of 
pinwheels, some fountains and a half dozen rockets, these last perhaps 
the most glamorous of all. 

Once they were safely home, we could scamper off to our rooms 
every so often, take out the assorted treasures and gloat over them, 
admiring our own and each other's selections. It felt good just to 


hold them and look at them. But under no circumstances might we 
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fire off so much as a cap before The Day itself. Our elders pre- 
ferred to suffer acutely all at once than have it long drawn out. 

On the Fourth, as soon as chores were done, we :-were free to 
Merenracte. FOL years the grass before [he Shop was our firing line. 
We tried to get Dad and Mother out to watch us as often and as long 
as possible, for then our pyrotechnics were a lot more fun. With 
firecrackers, we blew up toy cars, planes, and tin cans, blasted 
cardboard forts manned by clothes-pin soldiers; we had duels with 
Our cap pistols, and hurled torpedoes against the side of The Shop. 

But the big moment came later in the morning. Suddenly Dad 
would appear on the porch with a .32 revolver strapped to his waist. 
With whoops of joy, we rushed to get the rest of his weapons--two 
other pistols, a shotgun, and a rifle. Behind the house where un- 
tenanted meadow and woods ran up for miles, we set up a sawhorse and 
lined up a row of empty cans. 

Boe nOetuULnS wiWe had a espiritedssessian of target practice. mit 
was glorious. Bill and Dad vied with each other in accuracy, and 
Mother came out and watched for a while, earnestly beseeching us all 
to be careful. Though I do not remember ever hitting anything, it was 
exciting--and I felt I won distinction merely by having the courage 
to shoot the guns off in the general direction of the targets. Es- 
pecially the heavily recoiling shotgun and rifle--I fired them with 
a heart pounding like a sledgehammer. 

These weapons were never discharged at any other time. The idea 
was that on the Fourth the shots would mingle with the general revelry 
of the countryside and not be recognized as such. We were all sensi- 
tive on the matter of being suspected of hunting on the State game 


preserve, for we felt that some Montereyites might put the worst con- 
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When we had enough of targetry, we each strapped on a holster. 
After making sure that all the bullet chambers were empty, we prac- 
Cised drawing from) the hip, trying for all the speed and grace of 
Gary Cooper in "The Virginian." Here we became the embodiment of 
Our own story heroes--splendid, noble, brave. 

An hour or so brought lunch, and our sport ended with cleaning 
all the guns carefully. Then the empty revolvers ee laid reverently 
away in Dad's Back North Room Top Drawer for another year, while the 
longer guns were put away in the closet with the lariat. Sometimes 
during the year we gazed in admiringly upon these weapons and sniffed 
the pleasant odor of tnree-in-one oil, but no more. 

Dood and Shelt also looked lovingly in sometimes upon these 
handsome objects. More western-minded even than we, they yearned 
after them even more. One day while Dad and Mother were away in 
town, they yielded to temptation and took two of the revolvers out 
of their cloth-bound retreats. Strapping on the holsters, they went 
outdoors to play their favorite game of Cowboy. Separately they 
sneaked about outside the house. When they came suddenly upon each 
other around a corner, each drew swiftly, and pulled the trigger. 
The one who felt he had been quickest on the draw announced to the 
other that he was dead and, after some dispute, he allowed he was. 

And so the game continued. It was an exciting business with 
real weapons. The guns rode pleasantly heavy on the hips, and the 
handsome handles felt good and businesslike in the hand. 

So delighted were they with the game, they decided it was too 
good to keep to themselves. Laying the weapons briefly aside, they 


rushed down to the Bretts. Marjorie, better known as Midge, two 
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months Dood's junior, was their best friend and playmate. With en- 
Pnusiastic descriptions of their game, they soon had her eager to 
join in, and she returned to the house with them. 

WWelve got a guns foryyouy"ssaid Doodsytaking;her»sinto the Back 
North Room. And he pulled the third revolver from the drawer. See- 
ing it was no toy, but real cold steel, Midge drew back in alarm. 

oumresnot really usingsthoses...?"' 

Poe  SALTdNDOOdwalirily. \""Strap iteon." 

And she did so with much trepidation, fearful yet tempted beyond 
her strength. The boys again donned their revolvers, and the three 
of them now played at Cowboy as the two had done before. But Midge's 
conscience kept spoiling the fun. She was forever looking apprehen- 
Sively down the road for signs of our parents' return, or even the ap- 
pearance of her own, somehow made aware of her transgression. Finally-- 
indeed quite soon--she unstrapped her gun and laid it aside with a 
shudder. 

"I'm going home," she announced and ran off down the lawn like a 
Geet. “Dood and Shelt looked after her: They felt. depressed-=and 
renewed twinges of guilt. Without a word, they took off their 
guns, and laid all three of them back in the drawer. 

But even mock murder will out. Midge, worried for her play- 
mates' safety, told her mother. Our parents had hardly reached 
home before the phone rang and all was known. From that day forth 
the guns were banished from our ken. 

When the Cooks were at the Lodge, we sometimes nad them down 
Eoucelepratespartsof thesEounth of duiy*withyus? slerecall onensuch 
time especially--it even seems that much the same thing happened 


two years in succession. 
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The Cooks were coming down for supper and the nightworks. In 
Meeparation for this party, a rare and exciting treat for us kids, 
we cranked out two freezers of homemade goodness--one of Mother's 
smooth vanilla ice cream and another of her super orange ice. (Oh, 
Phaeerich, orangey orange ice!) Much’ of our holiday morning was 
Given over to these labors. We hated turning the freezers almost as 
mOGMeas Wwe Tejoiced in their’ wonderful contents. It was a scorching 
day, as the Fourth is so fond of being (when it does not rain!) and 
Emer suurf took forever to freeze. But we felt it was all in a good 
Cause and, after licking the dashers, our mouths watered still more 
at the vision of the feast to come. We were frantically excited 
over it all, and saved many of our firecrackers to share with Vincent 
and Charlotte when they came down. 

The Cooks appeared about five, and we at once took the kids off 
to play with us; all hades, which our parents had gratefully thought 
over for another year, broke loose again--and Bob scuttled back under 
Beeeporch. Stimulated ‘by our young guests, the thought ofthe 
evening's fireworks, ice cream and everything, we were deliriously 
nappy. And we proceeded to eat not wisely but too well--so much so 
that when supper was announced, and Bill and I were called to produce 
our frozen triumphs, I took one look at the yellow heaps of orange 
ice and found my stomach revolving. Suddenly weak, I had to flee 
to the privacy of the bathroom. 

Reappearing pale and damp, I was led tottering off to bed. Bill, 
it seemed, soon followed me in all particulars. And there we lay, 
sadly contemplating the picture of the fruits of our labor being 
eaten up. Just think--all that luscious ice...well, we would just 
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We spent the rest of the evening in bed--and to us that Fourth was 
something of a flop. 

Nightworks were really the best of all. With what a petty 
Seeeegarkness. crept in onthe might of the, Fourth to.our «impatient 
minds. On ordinary summer nights, when it meant bedtime was at hand, 
moseemed that in one stride came the dark. Now we thought the light 
would never fade. Our modest collection of fireworks lay ready to be 
unleashed. The stand for the skyrockets was all set up; a pinwheel 
was nailed in anticipation on the First Maple. We fidgetted on the 
Bones teps and Kept looking hopefully up tinto our parents" faces. for 
a sign that they now thought it dark--although we knew it was not. 

Pemlests consent: turned tingling: impatience into action. Joyous 
and self-assured now, we became joint masters of ceremony for the 
great display. 

We begin the show with sparklers, having more of these than 
Beweming else. They toss their cold bright scintillations about like 
tiny sprinklers--and, as they seem about to cease, we throw them 
feet to let them end in,flight.like. falling» stars. 

Next comes a Roman candle. We count aloud the noisy fire balls 
as they are coughed from the roaring tube, some shooting high over 
the maple trees; others, less energetic, are lost in the leaves. 

Soon only a smoking cylinder is left in the hand. 

Now it is time to light a flare, an uninspired but enduring 
torch which burns some fifteen minutes at its stake in the lawn, while 
we get on with more spectacular Roost res Aslovely* blaze of:red light 
comes next, kindled from a heap of powder. Our audience of two is 
wonderfully appreciative, and Mother keeps up a gratifying run of 


comments expressing rapture. She is always supremely generous with 
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Brevse, and) we glow with pleasure<!)lLet's try a Fountain. 

A lighted punk is applied to the stem of a silver cone and zs like 
a tiny volcano, it erupts. A geyser of sparks gushes up and up, 
falling in a shower of twinkling light like drops from a magic foun- 
tain. Higher the dainty things spout, to brighten the intent faces 
of the watchers--then they fall away, leaving the world darker than 
before. Fountains are always a delight. 

Domi tines yet for-iae rocket?) -Yes;» let's» do it!. Bild advances 
With one of his and lays it against the chute. Applying the burning 
punk to its short wick, he speeds away at the first hiss. Expect- 
antly we wait--but nothing happens. Shucks, the spark must have 
died. Bill applies the punk a second time, this time making sure 
emis eally fired. There is: a growing sizzle, then a loud report, 
and the rocket pins back the dark as it roars upwards--upwards--up, 
to burst and fall in a shower of golden light. We all cry aloud in 
eamforat Lonss it isiwa gloriousmsuccess.. 

Now on my turn, I decide to hazard a pinwheel. At best, pin- 
wheels are risky. We never know for sure that they will do their 
Seif... Punk in hand, I fire the: wick: of the one on our maple tree 
marmeplee: aseaits soundieffects istanti... As: like.as not it, will fazz 
a little, turn over a couple of times spasmodically spitting out 
sparks, sneeze once or twice, and quit. Nor can such a one be in- 
duced to take up life again--it's a fizzle. This has happened to us 
more than once with the treacherous pinwheel. 

Now, however, things go better. It sizzles, then rocks a 
moment like a Model T being cranked. Now it starts to revolve, 
tossing out bright chains of light in ever larger rings. It hisses 


folder andiits sparks fly still higher and farther afield. It's 
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Sewer iog dervish of Light and delight, and we all shriek out our 
approval. Finally, its revolutions wane--it gives a gasp, a wheeze, 
a light scattering of sparks, and comes to rest--a still, reeking 
shell. 

Then it is time to start over again. We light sparklers, two at 
a time and inscribe bright loops and necklaces against the backdrop 
Gemgeont. -We write our initials, spell out mames. Bill and I duel 
with a pair--then toss the remnants high so that they plummet flaming 
Bemeaeetes Later on, we light an enormous sparkler that is stuck in 
Peesorass, and twinkles for eight bright minutes. .Then we fire two 
Roman candles simultaneously and let them snarl defiance at each 
Suet alternately hurling their fiery projectiles into space. From 
Bamum they Spring and to earth returneth, every one. 

When the last sparkler has winked out and the final rocket 
meazeo a trail of fire through the July night and sunk into oblivion, 
Meeiatt back on the porch steps--a little sad to have it over, but 
well pleased at the success of our efforts. The next morning we 
will have the unhappy task of picking up the butts--the charred 
remains of fountains, firecrackers and rockets, and dead sparkler 
rods--a dismal business, to which will be added the inevitanble 
after-holiday gloom. But now we watch the distant glory of our 
neighbors' shows down the Canaan Valley. An occasional high rocket 
calls forth murmurs of applause. Finally Dad and Mother rise reluc- 


tantly and we all troop off to bed. 
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CHAPTER 21 


BERRY-PICKING AND NIGHT-CRAWLERS 


rags 


One of the many pleasant pastimes of summer was berry picking. 


feeeaLe June or early July the first berries, and some people think 


the best--wild strawberries--fell due. Before the Back Meadow was 
Beewouc tO trees, there was quite a patch of these luscious little 
Fellows just above the Sheepbarn foundation. We noted a scatter- 

ane Of their small white cups in May, early advertisements of the 

Pruit to come. 

Morner encouraged this sort of activity and had us keep track 
of the crops lest we miss any of their brief moments of ripeness. 
She loved picking berries herself and, whenever she could find the 
time, went with us. 1Mis, Of course, greatly increased: our zeal; 
myealso decreased the amount of fruit that was diverted from our 
pails. 

I can almost relive a berrying scene in the strawberry patch 
miecne Back Meadow. Bill and Mother and I are picking in the warm 
fragrant field. I am sitting with berries all about me, probably 
underneath, too. Grasshoppers are ticking in the nearby grass. 
Wild strawberries are more difficult to find than most berries, 

So small they are, but infinitely sweet and tangy, with a keen 
flavor not even our own "tame" ones could touch. The three opera- 
ting fingers of the right hand are soon flushed from their work-- 
with a rich pink that tastes good but does not easily come off. 
Bare legs, too, become stained from crushing unseen fruit. Like 


raspberries, they have a clear, faint indescribable fragrance. 
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It is slow work and our lard pails grow heavier only by 
Seealtns but Mother, sitting” too, finds» itemore’ a happy relaxa-= 
Meme cian Labor, and délichts™in peing outein the midst of such 
pemaroMmatic day. What if strawberries are’ the least profitable’ to 
mec Wer gather’ four saucersful for supper, and it would) be” pro- 
fame tO Mash such red drops of ambrosia for shortcake even if we 
bea senough to do so. Thressonewor Oirdss@ the, licht#of daisies and 
Wire seraniums, the’ hot smell’ of a’ June sun, are all in these: Each 
Peurmtuie is’ Savored to the full. 

Hea, 2n late July, comes the raspberry crop. In good rasp- 
berry years (all fruit have their "years"), our dump’ behind the 
pnopedces wonders for us. Big succulent thimbles abound there. 

One year we were able to pick so many we became glutted with then, 

and frittered away quarts by squeezing out the juice to make fresh 
Beeoperry ade. “But, of ‘course, this was only after endless dishes 

of raspberries-and-cream, and Mother was tired of making raspberry 

Boortpcake “and raspberry chiffion pie 

Across the road from The Lodge were more rich raspberry pickings. 
Merner loved this. fruit best of all, and she herself made the most 
of the season. I can see her now returning from The Lodge with a 
twOo-quart milkcan full of berries and a nanarnd of the pink, semi- 
wild roses that grew on the Lodge lawn. 

Bitter-bugs, the little shield-shaped fellows, are especially 
prevalent among raspberries. Their taste when inadvertently 
munched--and who would eat them with malice aforethought?--has a 
lingering unpleasantness. Yet they do give out a warning--a faint 


musty smell, if only notice it in time. 
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Blueberries were next on the year's agenda, and these were my 
idea of best berry. We had several very excellent blueberry pas- 
tures ang  Wenteatter them In aebig wayewith canning* for winter pies 
ipemind. When Bill and I were small, the meadow on the right going 
up the Lodge Hill was still open and held among its blue-eyed grass 
Bucnhecgranaries:of blue. berries. 

One year when Dood and Shelt were small, we all went to the 
huge acreage of berries up on Beartown. It was a good blueberry 
year. Carrying every pail and container we could empty and clean, 
including the breadbox, we ascended the slopes en masse and spent a 
long afternoon picking. Teresa Reed was again with us and seemed 
to thoroughly enjoy such a total escape from Brooklyn. She con- 
fided to Mother, whom she never allowed to get very far away, that 
it was even more relaxing than Coney Island. She picked berries 
with the swift birdlike motions that characterized all her effici- 
eur labors. 

Dad andi we oni drenddeii chted sinelernesatsc. evistt sso sand not only 
because we relished her sharp and spontaneous Irish wit--which we 
did. These trips were alleged vacations for her, except the two 
times when the little boys were born. But, protest as Mother con- 
stantly did that she should rest, take it easy, and enjoy herself, 
it was Mother who got the rest. Teresa shooed Mother out of the 
kitchen, and took over the household tasks with serene capability. 

"IT wouldn't know what to do with myself without something to 
do," she explained--and seemed to get her vacation from the change 
of scene and freedom from the double chore of her job and her own 
housework. 


This blueberrying day everyone was on hand to contribute his 
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best efforts, such as they were. Dood fabouti fourde prebably did nov 
eat more than half his pickings; and the quantity kept frorsiche 
commonwealth grew as the afternoon wore on, thoughenis ber wes 

were leafy and some had legs. 

Shelt, only one year old, was installed in an open spot where 
he rolled happily about, alternately googling his satisfaction with 
his warm summer world, and falling silent tov eatrof tChemnerdDiyorous 
growth about hin. Perhaps even a few berries found their way into 
his mouth. 

Dad did little picking, as he took this opportunity to look 
Over the state of his forest. 

Bill and I picked busily and as cleanly as possible, keeping 
an eye out for bears, half hoping, jailm afrratidithat ithe jones t 
might live up to its name. Weren't bears known to love blueberries? 
However, the days when these pastures were indeed a beartown seemed 
far in the past, for we never saw a sign Offi eonenduriat2 aul jourisayears 
on Swann Forest and Beartown, and heard of only one bear scare in 
Berkshire County during that time. Like the moose and caribou, 
they had fled further and further north before the onslaught of 
civilization until very few were left south of Canada. 

These meadows on Beartown Forest were apt to be busy during 
the blueberry season. Strange pickers from out of town appeared 
en famille. Some shabby gangs from New York State even put up 
shacks and would have camped in them as long as a berry remained, 
if Dad had not told them this was not permitted on State property. 

We had to act fast to get ahead of these folks, fopathey \kews 
the fertile meadows picked as clean as though a swarm of locusts had 


passed over them. But the cleanliness ended there. Already irri- 
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Pewed atv these outlanders picking Massachusetts berries, our 
Poailenation was’ aroused by. the mess they left in the pastures. 
Papers, garbage and worse were strewn about. We heard the muttered 
meme swine !") as Dad strode orf to see what) other» atrocities had 
been perpetrated in the vicinity. 

There lay the sweet-scented meadows beneath the sun--birds sang 
in the bushes; an occasional rabbit scampered away; butterflies 
hovered here and there, swaying on the long heads of goldenrod and 
Queen Anne's Lace. Ltawasla govelyesetting, tn which crump leds paper 
and refuse were the only ugly note. Once again we saw that, as 
Eugene Field once wrote, "only man is vile." 

Moateom this ditter was, soon collectedrsin) a» heap and burned, 
ands isicould wish that the wounds man has everywhere inflicted on 
Nature were as quickly and easily healed. Millions of acres of 
noble forests have become slag heaps, their animal and bird resi- 
memcse forced to flee for lack of food and: shelter;, fair hillsides 
tarned. into the open sores of, gravel pits; streams polluted with 
faechiand poison that have turned-their beautiful fishes belly-up. 
Indeed, as I have heard Dad say more than once in anger, the 
lovely garden of the’ globe has been turned into:a swill bucket-- 
by man. It has become his dump and garbage pail. 

Birds and animals do not so desecrate the world they live in. 
When they kill it is for food only and they usually strike with 
the swift and merciful efficiency which Nature has planned. Plants 
give back what they take from the soil, "pressed down and running 
over." Only Man, the Great Destroyer, strides over the earth leav- 


ing drought, disease and death everywhere behind him. Only mane is 
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Vile indeed! 

A year or two later we found other berrying grounds nearer 
home and could leave Beartown to the feverish hordes. No other 
people knew of this new deposit of blueberries; the birds, ani- 
mals and insects were our only competitors, and they were welcome 
womart vney could hold and “carry away. These were the Downs, ‘and 


it was always fun taking the pleasant walk through the woods up 


to the Downs. I remember once we found a "walking stick" en route 
and were much intrigued. Eu seems as though this “Insect Vs one “of 
Nature's best camouflage jobs, and she has done some honeys. His 


een, Straignt and green, Tooks exactly like “a pine needle. 
Pvemwenis aneular legs and feelers lend themselves perfectly to 
boas deceit. 

Unless someone since has found this well-hidden spot, the 
Pmrrceers” enjoy the Downs wholly now, and°I hope such is “the case. 
Or perhaps it has grown up to a new forest. ATP berry, patches are 
transient only--existing between the daylight of clearing and the 
dark of a new wood. 

On such berrying excursions, we all “picked “ourselves Dive “in 
Bee face (and mouth!) and for several days thereafter, we luxuri- 
ated in blueberries. We had blueberries and cream, blueberries 
On our cereal, blueberry muffins and tea cakes and, best of all, 
Sraeperry pie. “Sut the bulk “of "the fruit was’ prepared for” canning 
and many wonderful jars of them went below stairs into the cellar 
for pies next winter. Then every piece would be a slice of song- 
and-fun-filled pasture, and doubly delicious with all our landscape 


it? the whice clutches of winter. 
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Pueckberries: wound up the berry season. We knew several 
bnackets: where they grew: Cladtint thenarmor of long) pantaerand 
Sweaters, we battled for these berries with the long spiked stems 
mameneir parents.| \They »put®eup apnoble fight against our’ encroach- 
mencs, these briars, but it was an unequal struggle. We were well 
Groctecteds and, above all, more mobile. Over the* temporarily’ pros- 
trate bodies of some of the bushes, we carried away several quarts 
of their seedy progeny, and were only slightly scratched in the 
process. Sut negoLrdsenitor enwuomethescropiwasschiceriily intended, 
got their share, and the thickets increased and multiplied and 
Heeegeeruittul) still.  What° can besbetter than a dish of these 
big, dark mounds, new-picked, with cream? 

In the early years Bill and I were commissioned to pick elder- 
berries for Dad. From these he brewed up what he, Mother and our 
more privileged guests always maintained was a delicious wine. 
Treated much like the dandelion leaves we gathered for a similar 
purpose, I can remember crocks of the incipient wine musting be- 
hind the kitchen range. We were allowed to taste the vintage when 
meemade sits) rare’appearances on the» table, and’ tried to enjoy if, 
but Bill and I both thought it abominable--much ado about nothing 
much. 

We occasionally Sampled cnokecherries in) their’ season to see 
if they lived up to the name; they puckered our lips and tasted 
stuffy. Partridge berries and wintergreen we always ate gladly 
when we found them in the woods. Andeweroccasiionally, liked to 
grub for groundnuts by the brook and wild cucumbers in the woods, 
both roots quite good when washed, if somewhat meager. We liked 
to imagine ourselves as able to live on these natural foods if 


lost in the woods, but never had the curiosity or strength of 
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enearacteruto.tryrit. 

Beernrertus int turn@had tosbesinitiatedtinto anabhorrence of 
Sackein=the=pulpit: root... dack,;,if notecolorful, is a picturesque 
meer leswoodlandsplant, andrhis small’preaching figure cani be seen 
in many pulpits under green canopies. Butehisnrootrisi something 
else. Its sharp, bitter taste stings the mouth and remains to 
prickle the tongue for many hours after. You Spit. outa prompsry 
and sputter in vain to» be rid of it. Once bitten--twice shy! 

During the early years, before the plantations had rendered 
all our meadows unmowable, we had our neighbors cut and harvest 
hay--perhaps they paid the State something or perhaps they could 
have it for the work of gathering it and taking it away. But 
when our horse Dick came into the picture, we had to have hay for 
him and needed someone to harvest it for us. 

A man from Egremont or Sheffield, a Mr. Williams, came for a 
maitote Of -yearssand didythis goodvoffice forius. “Heswas ay gentle 
Priendiy person;/and I soon conceived a secret fondness for hin, 
especially as he showed an enthusiasm for horses which I shared. 
He had quite a stable, or so it seemed, since he talked about his 
"jumpers." I plied him with such eager questions about these 
talented beasts that he promised to let me ride one sometime, but 
Bhe chance never) came. 

Still moresintriguing? tolus than) Mr. Williams was: the) invari- 
able companion of his labors. Her name was Mrs. Ferratti, locally 
known as Minnie Overalls. She dressed like a man, worked like a 
man, looked like a man--and cussed like a man. And her masculine 
boldness and self-assurance wrung a reluctant admiration from me. 
None of us every quite understood the combination, though we occa- 


sionally heard our parents essaying an interesting speculation. 
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There were rumors of aMrs. Williams and babies, but was there 
gerr. Ferratti? It ays to me she was a widow. In any case, 
it was all very obscure and fascinating. 

Mm our roads, Of Course, swere dirt, kept ini negotiable) con- 
mmmene by Occasional applications of gravel and scraping by the 
town authorities. Right after these ministrations, we rattled and 
bounced more than ever for a few days but the road soon readapted 
dtseit to its four-wheeled traffic. 

The Big Hill presented us with a drainage problem. iGethnad 
three trenches slanting at intervals across the road to help lead 
off Peametallis, and rolling over these "thank-you-mams," especially 
meewerunry, delighted us children in the back seat as much as 1t 
grieved the grownups. During thunder storms and heavy rains, the 
Beeeron the hill required attention. At such times Bill and I 
liked nothing better than donning bathing suits and prancing about 
on the lawn, standing on our heads, turning handsprings, and 
generally expressing our approval of Nature's thunder fits. 

Often, too, we liked nothing better, when urged, than rush- 
ing to the Shop for hoes and grubhoes and, commanded by Dad in a 
marcKer, cOine forth to the aid of the Big Hill lest it all be 
moved into the Meadow Brook. Hastily constructing additional 
trenches, we sped the new-born rivulets on the way to the brook 
more empty-handed. And kept the ditches open as long as the 
water fell. 

During such storms, our roof sometimes leaked. (The State 
House occasionally seemed to overlook the mortality of even the 
best shingles.) And Bill and I were ordered aloft with pans and 
pails to underlay the drips. These usually occurred in the Bird, 


State, and Sport Rooms over the kitchen. We would pop up into 
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Pmemeutic if it seemed necessary, rapidly moistening in the stuffy 
heat, and keeping a weather eye out for the grey cellular abodes 
of hornets, numerous among the beams. 

The evenings after rain were glorious times to hold a night— 
Greawier hunt. Digging worms itself is fun if you are not too fran- 
t1c vO be fishing, or the supply is not too small. We nearly al- 
Poeenaaerich diggings and, turning up florkfuls of quack grass, 
found many plump fellows among the roots of every sod. Dad some- 
times profited from these spaded spots by turning them into new 
gardens, and in the early spring we dug worms in the garden rows 
and thus accomplished in advance some of the necessary soil prepa- 
ration. For a couple of years we even kept a soil-filled worm 
box and fed our subterranean guests on coffee grounds. 

But catching nightwalkers was even better than digging worms, 
muave aside from the happy prospect of lake fishing it usually 
presaged. Night crawlers are too heavy fare for our small brook 
trout. And of course there was the fun of staying up late, since 
we had to wait for total darkness before we could begin stalking. 

Dad led these nighcrawler hunts; our equipment consisted of 
small kerosene lanterns and jars with Soil in them to hold the 
captured. I am not sure just why nightwalkers are always abroad 
after rain--whether they come up to re-establish their holes which 
the water perhaps impairs; whether they need to dry themselves 
after the deluge; or whether they just like the rain-washed air. 
In any case, they emerge from their holes and stretch out on the 
Srass, thougn seldom straying so far’ as not to have a tail in 


their retreats. 
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Peomcine ur lanterns (toslook, “as we were fond of saying, 
for an honest worm), we went forth upon the lawn. Separately each 
meus stole his way on tiptoe. The lanterns cast down rings of 
Sales tilimination, in the center of which we moved and had our 
being. Sneaking along, we would sight a victim. His slimy sides 
Bieceneédiin the light: A quick»®swoop of hand and we had him--or 
perhaps we did not. These pemoWs are unbelievably fast and can 
Beoeback into their holes as swiftly as the hand,.can move. ic 
was a poor worm indeed, that did not escape at least halfway down 
Peewnore- strom which*he had to be dragged, his»sscales offering 
astonishly strong resistance to his removal. 

fmeenalf—-v/orlithree-quarters of an hour, all? toovsoon for Bill 
Saogeme. we had alplentiful supply of*’squirmers, some five’ or six 
inches long when fully extended. We had to screw on covers punched 
with air holes or our enterprising prisoners would have crawled out 
Peeehe jars, their®sticky scales somehow finding a means of grip- 
ping even on smooth perpendicular glass. 


And so to bed! 
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CHAPTER: = .22 


FLIGHT, PARTIES AND WILLOW FARM 


Sometime around 1927 an airport was built in Egremont, a few 
miles southwest of Great Barrington. Sill and I hung out the Ford 
window every time we drove by, eyeing the glamorous little planes 
with awe and admiration. Our excitement grew frantic and our voices 
shrill if one happened to be landing or hai off. We could see 
ourselves soaring aloft in that gaudy red biplane, for instance--or 
that lovely silver one. And RewUuthingweatter Sweeping the sky, like 
an eagle to rest. 

Then a day came when we passed and found a big sign screaming 
the news that we could do all this for five minutes, for Oni y.$3.008 
Oh, how we wanted to Go up! 

Our father must have noticed the airport activities, too--for 
one day during the summer of 1928 (if memory fails not too much) at 
lunch he brought up the subygectwoferlivings 

moee. te we oriedt ina chorus, "how thrilling it must be. We 
want to fly." We were all Prepared for protestations, or procrasti- 
Retion at least. 

eWwesls ‘said Dad- in effect, "I know not what course others may 
bake, but. as ifor me, I am going up next Saturday afternoon. Does 
anyone else want to go along?" 

Did we? Bill and I looked at each other. This was really more 
and sooner than we had bargained for. We looked at visiolanaie she ap- 
peared a little concerned but said nothing, so we knew it had been 
already discussed. Did we want to gO up? Suddenly we were thrown 


into a spasm of excitement. Mest saYes! Of; course, we would efehen Atle 
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wonderful! 

That Saturday afternoon found us Palpitating with anticipation, 
not unmixed with waves of goose pimples. We knew we were on the verge 
of a Great Adventure. As we drove in at the airport, and trooped after 
Dad, who went over to speak to an avtendant, Bill wand Iivqazed atethe 
meagre flock of little planes in the new light of personal application. 
Which one would carry us into the sky? 

The attendant was answering Dad's questions. Only one person 
was supposed to go up in the single cockpit, but if the child were 
small enough, it seemed it was OffrerenteySovit wassarranged that 
Bill should go up by himself on one trip, and Dad and I go up together 
on another. And Bill was going first--alone. Dood and Shelt would 
stay with Mother. 

With tumult of heart I stood by Dad, Dood and Mother who had 
Beeebeesheltonvineher arms, as Bill climbed in’ = -He waved and was 
taxied away, his head looking VERYVELIAY Sine theerronteseat of the 
Silver biplane. soon the plane, an old Hispano-Suiza crate, turned 
to pause for a moment, then Started, racing down the strip and roar- 
ing off into the sunny afternoon. Fascinated, we followed the reced- 
ing form until it was swallowed up in the deep sky. And very shortly 
it was back, its drone becoming thunder as it returned to earth like 
an oversized bird. 

I rushed up to Bill with a hundred questions as he stepped forth, 
deafened and dazed. 

"It was great!" he shouted. 

And then the pilot signalled to us that we should GE CALLS SeMy 
heart plummeted down to my toes. But I stepped forward, and up and 
in. Slim as Dad was and I small, it was a Squeeze--a most reassur- 


ing and companionable closeness. It was a comfort, too, knowing 
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goat if I perished, it would not be alone. 

At the pilot's shout, Dad fastened the safety belt. I looked, 
perhaps for the last time, upon the faces of my mother and brothers 
(what I could see of Shelt's small Face, swathed assne was). sie 
motor raced; we looked back at the pilot, who waved cheerily, and 
the plane started away. What a noise! Dad and I ceased all efforts 
at vocal communication, and I turned all my senses outward, trying 
to grasp with both hands every pulse of the Great Experience. 

Turning at the head of the runway, we paused for a tantalizing 
moment; the motor thundered at fever pitch, the frail plane vibrated 
violently, and then we started to take off. Down the straight and 
narrow way we fled, gaining speed at every foot. Suddenly I realized 
we were in the air--leaving the dull, brown earth below us, while we 
soared up on silver wings--up, up, up into the sky. 0, souls set 
free before the lease of life is out--earthbound, confined no more! 
Heart-pounding, soul-shaking moment! 0, wondrous, never-to-be-for- 
gotten day! 

Just as we had been told, the world flattened out to the page of 
a geography book. Sticking my head out as far as possible to look 
down, it all but blew away. How neat the earth looked, cut into 
tidy brown and green squares, laced with dark highways on which 
motorized insects crawled along. A casual river traced through the 
Poeenery,its silver thread. 

We tried to identify places, but recognized nothing--not even 
the airfield itself which soon lay below again. The plane suddenly 
banked steeply over it, and I held my breath, thinking of what I 
had heard of the perils of "sideslips." Then we leveled out again. 
Next, the motor coughed, and we hung there hardly moving, or so it 


seemed. The engine gasped again. I looked wildly at Dad and read 


. aN ’ aa | a We | 
CORA tea omit as she ‘Sti iy beets oe 
ns en ry : ey wri ; iy i 
, nip ti 4) ' : Mi ivietiee wrt ei 4 Diss § iF 4 feet ed oh i aise ade us 


8 ' a a 
5 ta RARE Ren Oi vata Vm? J tagw” y att pe | wel Yani ary ot eae 
A idee ane euler Maly  iipme eee iene ic. waa hhono ct) oe 


tr os ri ah 


Bi PRT AN ea ele: «toby ats. a ea Oa we. oe {oIeIeT 


is wits | ve Thies et D 7 ren ror. yl Hy 4 4) tt a Thon 1) ¥ te us i v a | 8 DG 


iy) : \s i - 4 £ 
uit a Vy } rte iM t Agi rats) a ( a Aut, Lia Dae a | a ® ; 198 me ) no, a 
a : « \’ ; ' ‘ ble ! ' “4 
hci ty ie ee ele was Me eee eh ey coe | i4@ Gte 
i 5 & } va) a } 
"ou aT re, ri) yee wy y c A ? ‘ ie 
leah a COOE (NOeRa Tae! OAs 
i 
ae aa 5 MeL 4 Oy) mk ' : ” 4 
™— 
4 j re ’ ' 
i ¢) y . i “ ov hia. i 2 ; fl " ae / 1 a i) oo ts i ar | r .! = fe ‘" 
Le | 
? A ob: oe : ‘ e ‘ -@ ~ i 
dy. ‘ io a liens a, f Th teh we 30 1 oie i tw G2 \ } j gtr’, a 
J & @F 4 vw ch 
4 7 Y ' +} % ad nN \ i ar | 4 \ pa bi ps m ' } Wig ad 
, 


A » i a) iofe i} 
m We ee) he | PUT! § Srl an ~ ot Rwy Pi es : ? rd Tlciled . 4 bad ; hing Af 
; i ul » 


: 
i Gla Re pte |e juenem gnivade-lute Qos ibe rae 

| 1 j iJ ; 

} ' 
ivan phe 

. ( a 
: ‘ : J _ : > r 7 Ae 
oO ie Li. Uiee' tail 7 beat row) ett, Wi? ens OS ie Oe | CG leay f 


Migit aids i aaa bs “wh “8 tino aired. wie POS, tae 
et) ; Cian Ani ape ny aims honk td Siw 
ais bboas ‘Riven GReTp, Ora sone 
7" | bagel wetupet AyoaehE| Weak 


ue . Tap ; 2 
hi ‘ As, r ie ant pore” ae 


iw oe OL 


" fo. 


Rie 


the same thought in his face. Then the motor roared reassuringly 
once more, and we settled slowly for a landing. The landscape rose 
Up around us, our wheels grazed the runway and we were grounded 
eee we taxied to a stop by the-barn. Blown, stiff; deafiand 
almost dumb with a myriad new sensations, Dad and I emerged to 
greet and be greeted by the family newly restored to us. 

eouteand f@7felt infinitely increased in’staturevafter that; 
walking around nearly ten feet high for a week. We swapped impres- 
sions of our flights and I never stopped maintaining that the motor 
had died with us, and Dad and I briefly been in danger of sudden 
death. 

Une date we frequently recognized with a party was August 17th, 
Dood's birthday. This was the only birthday celebrated outside the 
Pemaly circle, as all the other natal days in theefamily’ fell in 
rather inclement months when we did practically no entertaining. 

In the first few years of Dood's life, we would sometimes have 
the Cooks down for a buffet supper if they were at The Lodge. Later 
on, when we had built a fireplace at the foot of the lawn, we used 
to have delightful picnic suppers there. With the many gardens, the 
maple trees, and the lovely view, it was a marvellous place for 
social gatherings. Card tables were set up under the trees and we 
roasted hot dogs and bacon, or hamburgers, had potato chips or 
potato salad, and Mother's ever popular chopped lettuce and tomato 
Salad, cake or cookies, and root beer. 

Every summer we mixed and bottled our own root beer. This was 
fun to make and still more fun to drink. Prepared with root beer 
extract, sugar, yeast and water, it was mixed in a wash boiler, and 


bottled and capped in the backyard. We usually made 25 pints at 
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once and stored them down in the cellar; in three or four days we 
could start drinking, but the concoction tasted better after a week 
or so. This made a grand summer drink--much better, as usual, than 
the stuff to be bought ready-made--and we consumed endless quantities 
ae Lt. 

We seldom entertained at any season as Dad ven did ynotirelish 
it, but there were a few people who were special friends and who were 
occasionally invited up. These were most often Jeannette and her 
good parents; bright, vivacious Clara Platt and Mother were great 
Meee Jeannette was in Bill's class in’ high school and» during 
One period was his girl friend, the whole family approving of his 
Seeewlene taste: There were also Mother's great friends, the Burroughs. 
Mr. and Mrs. Edwin. Mr. was a slender, mustached little man with a 
mincing walk and manner--a most worthy and amiable person to whom Dad 
could not resist giving the private name of Twee-Twee. It was, un- 
fortunately, perfect forohims “Mrs-=burroaugns,. one of Mother’ sespecwad 
cronies, was an entertaining, pleasant person a little older than she. 

Mien there wasadear sittie Miss McCracken; our Great Barrington 
neighbor, and often together with her, charming volatile Mrs. Newton 
and her gentle husband. During their working hours, they were 
Meacners Of Ancient» History and Latin respectively at Searles High 
school in Great Barrington. 

At such a gathering often came also Mr. and Mrs. George Najar, 
with Gordon, of course, who was Bill's friend and classmate--and 
sometimes Evelyne. Dear, delightful Mr. Najar! What a generous, 
noble spirit dwelt in his slender ne Mrs. Najar was quiet and. 


kindly and, though I never really knew Evelyne, Bill was anxious to. 
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Evelyne was a man's woman and knocked all the boys silly. As for 
Gordon, what can I not say of him? Rather--what can I say? He was 
my hero. He was one of the two people Dad accepted as a sort of 
disciple, the other being Harold Tiffany (of whom more later). 

Dad greatly enjoyed the brief social intercourse when Gordon was 
around, for he liked talking with so deep and intelligent a young 
man. 

Later on, our picnics on the lawn included Professor and Mrs. 
Robert Brown, summer visitors to Lake Garfield, with their two hand- 
some adopted children (brother and sister). Dr. Brown taught at 
Oberlin College, and it was chiefly due to his influence that ee 


later decided to go to college there. 
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Dad had a social escape technique which he claimed was congenital, 


acquired from his paternal grandmother. After a short interlude of 
mixing pleasantly with the guests--and who could be more charming 
than he when he wanted to be?--he just drifted away. 

"Were," thought a guest, after turning away for a moment to 
sample another spoonful of Mother's marvelous salad, "where's Mr. 
Stafford? 1 was just talking to him. He must be right around here 
somewhere..." 

But he was not--he was gone. He had retreated to his equivalent 
of Grandmother's grape arbor, behind the house. And that was aid tie 
Company saw of him, until their moment of departure. 

I have seen him work a form of this fade-out in a roomful of 
people. A look of sudden inspiration comes over his face; he gets 
up quickly and purposefully, mumbles something like-- 


"That reminds me..." and goes out. 
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The impression is that he has just gone to get something to show 
you and will be right back. But he never returns--until the goodbyes 
erenpeing uttered, when he suddenly turns up again as though he has 
been there all the time. 

Say he has to stop in to make an unavoidable call, and he finds 
it difficult to get away fairly promptly. I have seen him suddenly 
Memon s Watch, “anderecoil invhorrortat the expression of time on 
its innocent face. 

Paemewnict He cries, "Ivpromised Edith I'd be’ back at...." 
mas Voice trails off. “I've been having such a good time here look- 
ivoeae your petunias, I forgot all about it." And he makes a quick 
apology and flees. 

It is not that Dad does not like people--he loves them. But he. 
mewsO constituted that the simplest social exchange is a strain. 
There is in him a deep shyness that makes the encounter seem fright- 
ening. It debilitates him, physically and nervously. He will walk 
around the block rather than meet up with am acquaintance. It is 
feed Slight to the individual--indeed there is never anything per- 
Sonal in any of it. But the energy expended in going through the 
greetings and conversational formula that our social system demands 
is just not worth it. Like Thoreau, he feels time is too precious 
to waste in "chit-chat." He wants to contact a person's real sub- 
Seance, Or there is nothing to it. And yet how many cubic hours of 
Superficiality and trivia must usually first be endured in order to 
achieve this. 

I, too, have experienced terror at the prospect of greeting a 
Friend or acquaintance--and have darted into a store or gone around 


the block to avoid it. There would seem to be something wrong with 
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a social system that spends so much time in an exchange of meaning- 
bess stock’ phrases. I guess the use of these cliches is what en- 
ables us to pass comfortably through meetings with those who are 
just acquaintances or with whom we have little in common. There 
have been times at dull gatherings when I have longed to work one 
of Dad's strategic escapes. 

When Dad and Mother were made honorary members of the local 
Garden Club, Mother attended most of the meetings and loved them, 
eventually becoming recording secretary. She naturally enjoyed 
people and throve on social intercourse as much as Dad wished to 
Sidestep it. 

Of course Mother wanted to have Dad go with her to social 
functions, for she delighted in his company, but Dad had stopped 
after a few times when he found out what always seemed to happen. 
He would be beset by plant lovers. One woman would come to him 
burbling about her "simply gorgeous triple hollyhocks--it all 
comes from my putting tea leaves in the soil." Another would 
want curbstone advice because her little junipers were all moult- 
ing; another had aphids on her aspidistras; still another would 
tell him that he just must come over and see her rock garden. Dad 
felt that he knew all about such gardens. 

Rock gardens were the rage in those days and everyone who 
called herself a plant fancier had to have one. But many people 
thought that a rock garden was a lot of rocks into which they 
moved ordinary domestic flowers--with perhaps a few sedums or 
rock pinks for atmosphere. Here the plants, rather outraged 
at such stony and unpalatable surroundings, were soon glad to 


give up the ghost. Even while doing landscape work, Dad was often 
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intercepted by ladies who felt they needed constant counsel and 
advice on where to put their geraniums. And so it went. And so 
Dad went. not. 

Mother found! out .that ithe’ two sons iofther favorite cousin, 
Waring Lennox Dawbarn, were attending South Kent School, near Kent, 
Connecticut, some eighty miles from us. So she drove down several 
times to see "Buzzy" and Lennox, taking me along, and we saw them 
play football and row. On a couple of Sundays we brought them back 
to the house for a picnic lunch on the lawn. I was old enough then 
(twelve or thirteen) to feel shy in the presence of these mature 
young men of sixteen and seventeen, but not old enough to register 
Peoecnem, optimistically presupposing I ever could. Fickle as lI 
Meee arererred first “one and ‘thensthe other, depending on which 
Saeinad been the last to toss me a smile or a friendly word. And I 
did enjoy Melaateelags them play football. 

They were wholesome boys, and Mother went far out of her way 
to give them a pleasant time, loving them particularly for their 
father's sake as well as for their own. Especially Len, the older, 
who was named for his father and looked much like him. Waring 
Lennox Dawbarn had been an inventor, and he had been like the brother 
Mother had never had. She adored him. He died a few weeks after I 
was born, one of the many victims of the influenza epidemic of 1918. 
The Dawbarn boys were born just 364 days apart and were always very 
close. Their mother eventually remarried and had another pair of 
boys, also born 364 days apart. 

In going to visit Len and Buzzy at South Kent, Mother had a 
chance to see the intelligent way the school was run. This was how 


it came to pass that Gordon later went there, at the age of io 
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Dad had been orphaned at the age of ten. His mother had died of 
kidney disease when she was only 34 and Dad was seven. His father 
died of a stroke (after an especially violent struggle on stage with 
gen Viallain"»ina«St« Louis; Missouri) -at ‘the age of. 37...» The date 
was January 11, 1897, Dad's tenth birthday. Dad remembers his Uncle 
Charlie answering the telephone on that day, and exclaiming: 

"My God! Willie's dead!" 

After his father's death, Dad lived with various aunts on his 
father's side of the family during school years, while his summers 
were spent one-half with them at Willow Farm in New Hampshire, and 
the other half with his mother's sister's family in Duxbury, Massa- 
PHuUseTLS . 

One summer Dad felt a yearning to return to Willow Farm in the 
little town of Madison, the scene of many warm youthful recollec- 
tions in the shadow of Mount Chocorua, most picturesque of all the 
White Mountains. Bill and I accompanied him on this rare family 
visit. At Willow Farm lived his grandmother in her nineties, and 
her three daughters: Aunt Carrie, who had made herself Dad's legal 
guardian at his father's death; dear little arthritis-crippled Aunt 
Emma, who had spent fifty years in a wheelchair; and kindly Aunt 
Bertha, Cousin Bill's mother. Also next door to the Farm, at 
Hillside, we would find Cousin Bill, with his wife Armenell, and 
two sons, John and Frederic. 

We left home early for our trip to Madison and spent the first 
night at one of Dad's.old stamping grounds, Jaffrey, New Hampshire, 
near Mount Monadnock. We were disappointed to find the Ark, where 
Dad had stayed on an early occasion, under new management. After 


Dad's many engrossing tales about the Poole family who used to run it 
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we would have relished seeing them. I had always been amused at the 
pameot the stinginess of Mr. Poole. He did not want his boarders 
to get eggs for breakfast as they were fairly expensive. So MTs. 
Poole had resorted to cooking them secretly in the oatmeal. 

After supper we went walking through the high, somber aisles 
meeeoruce and fir woods. So dense this forest was that nothing 
grew from its primeval floor, and we trod softly, with lowered 
voices, awed by the solemn hush of the great cathedral. Every tree 
was a temple and had its steeple. This was the abode of owls and 
woodland sprites, and we were greatly moved. 

The next morning, Dad waited in the car while Bill and 1 sped 
up the mountain. The blueberries were ripe and, contrary to orders, 
we lingered to eat them. Suddenly we realized from the high sun how 
late it-was and raced guiltily down, to receive a bawling out for our 
Paoudntulessness. 

We were delighted at the ruggedness of the New Hampshire scenery. 
The Granite State it was indeed. And the spiny, sawtooth outlines of 
the spruce and fir that marched raggedly along the horizon nee in 
sharp contrast to the rounded tops of our Massachusetts hardwoods and 
white pine. 

As we drew near West Ossipee, Dad began to grow excited and told 
us that very soon we should have our first glimpse of the noble head 
of Mt. Chocorua, the mountain love of his youth. Its bare, rocky 
peak rises grandly from the shore of Chocorua Lake. Though not 
nearly as high as Mt. Washington (being only 3,475 feet as against 
the 6,288 feet of the highest mountain in New England) it had all 
the characteristics of a real mountain. And no road profaned its 


sides. To gain possession of its wild, proud top you must climb 
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all the way up--while you can drive to the summit of Mount Washington 
and need climb only over the cans and bottles. 

At last we saw it, jagged against the blue. If feelings are not 
congenital, perhaps they are acquired by induction; in rany ecase ed 
great many of Dad's affinities became mine and Chocorua was one. 

Only a few impressions stand out from that first Vs een) 
Willow Farm. Grandma, the granddaughter of a Pamunky Indian from 
King William County, Virginia--little, slim, white-haired, strong- 
willed--reduced us to almost inarticulate wonder. She was ninety- 
two then, interested in everything, and in possession of allvner 
faculties save for a slight deafness. She had borne three sons and 
three daughters. In 1863 during the Civil War, when attack seemed 
imminent, she had fled in the dead of night across the Ohio River 
from Louisville, Kentucky, with her first two babes. Long ago she 
had lost her husband and all her sons, including her favorite child, 
the oldest, who had been Dad's father. 

Dad never wearied of voicing his admiration and awe of her, 
even recording with unresentful glee each childhood punishment. 

And if she awed our august father, how could we feel less than 
worshipful? We were overwhelmed before the patrician dignity of 
ner. 

Little Aunt Emma won us with her humor and ready sympathy. 
Attacked by arthritis in her twenties, she had spent half a century 
in relative captivity, yet she was one of the cheeriest, most in- 
terested, and most interesting people I have ever known. Her 
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Compassed the bright, brave spirit an angel might have envied. There 
was never a complaint or an irritable word. I loved her keen, bird- 
Beke face, with the bright little eyes that never missed a trick. 

She was a perfect actress, and could tell a story with a few simple 
grimaces and gestures that put us all in fits of laughter. I loved 
her with an ache in my throat, and wanted to hold her in my arms and 
tell her so, let her know how dear and courageous she was. 

Her disease was progressive and incurable, yet she used to talk 
cheerfully of how she hoped to walk again soon. Once as I was going 
to bed across the hall, she called me into her room to show me how she 
could stand with just a cane--and even took a pathetic little step or 
two. I hardly knew what words of encouragement to give her and, when 
[ecouid, fled to my room to cry myself to sleep. Dear, dear little 
Semcon! If there is another place for the good and TING VOUT stlirae 
meecurely there. 

Pint Garris was) dear to us, “too, but “in a “different way. Big- 
boned and tall, she was sometimes tactless and abrupt so that it was 
harder to perceive the wonderful person inside. Her highly cultivated 
liberal-minded personality hid behind a deep shyness that was not 
recognized at first. Too easily dismissed by the casual observer as 
"an estimable character," such as abound in New England, it took time 
to uncover her rich treasury of charm, wisdom and understanding. 

Aunt Bertha, the third of a totally unlike triumvirate of sisters, 
was kindly, generous and tenderhearted, who watched over our ohysical 
well-being with infinite solicitude. The glorious and abundant meals 
she had the cook turn out under her meticulous eye stunned us. 

Mary Manley, Cousin Bill's sister, was there on a Vic Lite cGe en 


much beloved Willow Farm, and we enjoyed her animated society. Little 
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and dark, with a gorgeous cascade of raven hair that she could sit on, 
she was most attractive. And like our three delightful great-aunts, 
she understood young folks as if by magic. 

HoeoWwepartmeitself was delightful. .Of»course: we,wanted co see 
right away the big willow which gave it the name; sprung, so the story 
ran, from a willow whip stuck idly into the lawn by the coachman. Ms 
was only a lightning blasted remnant then (as were most of the survi- 
vors of this once joyous and spirited family group), but we took to 
it at once and sprang up into its remaining branches at the first op- 
portunity. 

The rambling old farmhouse with its huge rooms and the pleasant 
meadows about the house that ran up into charming woods made us feel 
at home at once. Here we found the twinflower and creeping snowberry 
that we took back and planted behind the house at Swann Forest. 

From the meadows as well as the vine-covered porch, we could 
see the high crown of Chocorua, keeping watch against the sky, or 
among the clouds, for often its head was swathed in white bandages. 
We yearned to climb it (inspired by Dad's record of three times up 
in one day), and would have done so if inclement weather had not 
denied us the privilege. Studying its stark features, I understood 
Dad's thrall to this mountain, and his sonnet came to life: 

No matter where I roam or what I.see, 

On my mind's changeless view, you ever lift 
Your bare head up, Chocorua! Through rift 
[yet ono Onms vantyiesKky, ao, NOON, =0n sed 
TUMUenioUS aeOne OD tain andnia Lcoe me 

You stand immutable. Though years run swift 
In my heart you, horizon's grandest gift, 
Deep-graven are. I never shall be free! 
Among the beeches on your rocky flank, 

And where the waterfall in moss is born, 
Where moosewood blooms and bells nod in the brake, 
Where spruces tread on you in gloomy rank, 


Where hermits are, upon your silvern horn, 
Let me my last blissful surrender make! 
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Aunt Carrie took us to what was for Bill and me our first legitimate theatre play, 


Paeecgarnistormers* production of “Miss Lulu Betts." We tried to feel 
[vesmomentousness of the occasion but were not quite able to do it 
as fully as we felt we should. The audience hissed the villain and 
cheered the hero, which astonished us after the serenity of movie 
theatres, and we were interested to note that the grandson of Grover 
Cleveland played the leading role. 

Across a meadow and through an orchard from Willow Farm was 
Hillside where our beloved Bill Manley lived with his family. It 
Was a jOyY to find him again, even though as a husband and father of 
two lively boys, and as a hard-working radio playwright, he did not 
seem quite the same as when he had romped with us at home. 

One morning we visited the famous Madison Boulder we had heard 
Semeeene about. There exists a picture Dad took of us all atop this 
hefty relic of the last ice age--Bill in a Napoleonic attitude, Aunt 
Bertha, the two Manley boys, Mary and I seated around him. 

Pyemecne nb gifireplacemine themdiningsroom at Willow Farm, Bil} 
and I were electrified to see a huge framed photo of Dad's father, 
Meeeeam shakespeare Stafford, in his role of Shylock. At least we 
saw Shylock, for no trace of his handsome young face could be detected 
behind the foliage. It was in this part, we knew,that he had made 
his acting debut in the old Boston Museum in 1878 at the age of 
nineteen. 

One of Dad's earliest memories is that of being taken by his 
grandmother to the theatre to see his father in a play. He described 
how he became so terrorstricken that he tried to hide under the seat. 


A kindly lady sitting behind him leaned forward and said to Grandma, 
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"What's the matter with the little boy?" 

Pinatus: his father the villain's throwing knives at." 
Grandma explained. 

I listened especially for all references to Dad's parents during 
this visit--and to his numerous uncles and his grandfather, all de- 
ceased. (Only the distaff side of the family seems to have survived, 
Sioegetrd.l of them.) From Dad*s many enthusiastic stories of his 
childhood memories of his uncles, particularly Uncle Charlie who 
WesegooG at all sports, a natural leader with great wit and charm, 
who had been greatly beloved by Dad and everyone else, these men 
imvegeinemy mind in a deeply romantic glow. I regretted fiercely 
being unable to know them. Talented, brilliant, and glamorous folks 


they all seemed to me, living in a golden age. 
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THE GREAT BARRINGTON FAIR 


One of the most momentous annual events on our calendar was 
the Great Barrington Fair. Oh, the wonder and FOV Ot ey alee 
crowds, the noise, the eats, the grandstand, the sideshows--most 
Soest ne Celightful and exciting rides. We could never have 
enough of them. Once again Dad was apt to find us suddenly eager 
to be commissioned with paying jobs, and we saved up our money 
insofar as everyday temptations could be resisted. 

The Fair nearly always came to town the last two days of August 
and the first two days of September; four days was its tenure of 
@meeee. And the Fair Grounds, so empty and still most of the other 
361 days of the year, were a mad, exulting pandemonium for those 
Four. 

We nearly always went the first day, Children's Day, when 
youngsters were admitted at half price, and indeed it is hard to 
imagine how we could have lived the day through without going, 
Knowing the throbbing, pulsing glamor of it all was in session, 
and we not there to see and hear--and ride! 

Just as on the night before Christmas, we could hardly sleep 
the preceding night. Dressed in our best, we eae the house about 
ten in the morning, the earliest moment we could get our parents 
launched. Winding our slow way in the car up to and into the Fair 
Grounds as part of a long, unfunereal procession, Bill and I 
bounced about on the back seat trying to see all our favorite means 


of conveyance. 
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"Look! There's the Ferris wheel!" 

mYes, and there's the whip!" 

We wriggled more joyously than ever. We loved the UB Apatiaysok 
though the Ferris wheel rather harrowed us with fear and wonder. 
Some years we would see also our beloved meeacterpillan." "We were 
“ina Pteucy. Of canticipation: 

"There are the ponies!" 

We knew we auld never survive the next agonizing fifteen 
minutes of getting the car parked--and GPeaChinge therscenie tote acti 
vity. We hardly heard the parental last words of Tice UO Mant 
we were incapable of comprehension. 

meet emeet you at the grandstand at...."™ Mother's voice 
trailed away into our unconsciousness as we COlCPCUL- Of the car. 

eyes, yes," we agreed like somnabulists; LAS tio Lads to 
Seeepe.c. then the four of us fought,the buffeting crowds, Mother 
reminding us again to beware of pickpockets, so that we clutched 


our small change purses more tightly. While Mother usually turned 


off to look at the domestic exhibits, Dad often accompanied us into 


Valhalla. 
inesbeloved whip is first in our line of vision, so the whip 
it is, postehaste. We rush forward, only to see it start up as we 


eee DuUYING! our tickets. Miserable at even this delay, we stand in 


line behind the chain watching the contortions of the cars in which 


more fortunate beings scream.with delight. 
Finally, it comes to a stop and we are the first to burst the 
confines and leap into a car of our own. We secure the bar before 


US and look wildly around for Dad--there he is, standing patiently 
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Dy the fence; he sees us and smiles at our wave. It is more fun 
when he is there. 

Pe teoestarting,  Bidl) announces, his eye on the engineer, and 
indeed we begin to move. With dignity we traverse the first cir- 
cuit, receiving only a leisurely jerk at each end. SHOP Diy eeu era ia 
we are going Full blast, being snatched forward on the corners and 
emitting our own gleeful shrieks as we hurtle around the bends. 
Soon, much too soon, it ends, and we leap out, flushed and happy. 
Then we stop suddenly--shall. we do it again? we SigdaliwanDadyto 
see if he can endure to watch it all over again, and he waves as- 
sent, so we hop joyously back into our former car, to be pitched 
and yanked another ten rounds or so. Now we are Peady.torgoron, 
and we join Dad, babbling enthusiastically. 

Miescaterpillar invites us next. We must try it. Dad, having 
been a boy himself, smiles indulgently and takes up his stand by 
the rail. We grab two tickets and scamper up the gangplank just 
in time to be a party to the next ride. Running around to the 
Sacre, We find an’ empty cockpit and jump in. 

In a minute we begin to creep slowly forward. Gaining speed, 
we begin to undulate and in. a moment more are in full career; the 
green canvas hood rises up over us. Laughing in sheer delight, 
we are swallowed up in the exhilarating dark. At each quarter 
revolution a gust of warm August air scatters our hair and further 
activates our senses. Shrieks are again in order, and we shout 
to each other our glee. 

Joining Dad again, we decide it is probably time for a game 
of ring-toss. We listen to a barker's chatter: 


"Pitch 'til you win, folks! No losers here. Take home a 
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araze!," 

He holds out a handful of rings enticingly. "Pitch 'til you 
win! Ten cents--folks. Just one dime. Pitch ‘til you win!" 

We watch another sucker tossing for an electric clock and 
ending up with a bluebird tie-pin. We all feel sure we can do 
better, and step up to slap our money on the counter. Dad goes 
Mitecsetrying for a three-celled WM GETESS gle Ge al giver Mane eo Mt Ag witmsb los iatop. Octane 
off the requisite stake and declines upon a more accessible one. 

"Aha! Here you are, sir." 

And a pair of lovebirds, that turn out to be salt and pepper 
shakers, are his. 

Serer ight, step right up, sonny," he Says now vorbildl,| who 
selects a fetching little radio set and heaves away with a will. 

In no time at all he is the reluctant recipient of a small brass 
ring with a green stone. It is my turn now, and I slide ona few 
light wooden bracelets. Fired with determination to redeem the 
Family honor, my breath goes in and my tongue comes out as I chuck 
my first ring. The glorious fluffy kitten with a red bow under 
Beoecnin and a little tongue of its own is my cynosure. But my 
Pees settles at once on a stake and 

"Here you are, miss!" says the barker, handing me a bluebird 
tie-pin. 

Smiling at our joint frustration, we all try again, each pur- 
suing again his own dream. In rueful succession we capture a little 
celluloid kewpie doll, a tiny charm bracelet--without charm--and a 
twelve-inch bamboo cane, excellent for a midget. Laughing again at 
our undoing, we stroll on. Coming up. to the Ferris wheel, we 


tilt back our heads for an awe-filled gaze. 


Weasy 


s ade mi Sep ae 
“A mane uhh i snake , re ve Tel leet AG 7 


Nae 


ir? ' wane LS tors Ne Lt ee! ae ne “pitting sate @&. 
me sO) wy B Tae tia ie ee CTR vi, 1 espn dw A236.eu Om 
j ru i 


ete de ea Ree Ad, orm yincom: gett. Gate et ky ede Beep: aed 


oe Ae fee ie hea NT Deis POs Vea os 
ts 
Br haere A kOe dela TS AOOSE VIL Aiwoe7, BS, 
het . moet ' pias 
TBRUID CM 5 A ‘ yew ee aT 
; + ote 
rw ae i wor Cyd 1 eae i rea ,in’ 


4 | i ‘ ° ¢ «a Ps ab = - ; 
pentru 2 DRMNG «& b. Shae es oie St > Be 4 [ie 24 ery ae " ' 
4 Fa ay i @. oh hina ee te oeier OH. 2 ' ra Hye! ) GAS ia f nea@ ‘Se 
my meshed a” onrebelweries ide bees) .efedicent! iiteee s ; 

7 : tA | 4 


WES 2) AP Yuu atid tondger Wy el ere 2 2869 ena YR, i 


ee ee et TET Vad ee | eit .gmhe edt 


vin SRE Aisi al ian wh ge ne Pg quoriads eiZ2I). ¢ Wee oins 


‘ J Agree ha od 
avq : d Ag re peru 


Petty) nay hee bev tine 


Oa Ue at ae A i eu arts dane vedi tad aid aba | 


at 1 Tie Hf vv hs 
. igaband Ah, i id 2 - fl 
id . _ ji ie ; : ah : fe ; 7 ‘4 


i boll wiheibee ‘ ik, nord je vale we om 


fi 
i 
wit) im 


hae ag qi’ ae spe iy 
hie 7 | 


289 


iweoncevorodmup:s” Dadi asksae “ivi oinm you on this one; 

Mwmwutetcartuly this Last concession caecides us. 

Poure ." 

And we allow ourselves. to be treated without a struggle. 

SEondangeby while the big round frame settles slowly to -a-stop, 
we soon mount the steps and are admitted, happily allowed to sit 
together, Dad pinned in between us. Our breaths come fast as we 
Peete re, tor this is the most terrifying contraption at the Fair. 

We both clutch the protecting bar as we are moved back a little 
to bring the seat above us down to the block for loading. Again 
we start up, and are halted abruptly halfway to the top. These 
sudden dangling stops seem in themselves fraught with peril as we 
Swegeon OUT slender rod.. We feel breezes rising in our abdomens 
as we peep over and down, and quickly raise our eyes to things 
above--more level and distant things. We are glad of Dad, though 
eueeie Could do to save Us 1S mot certain. 

PenOK. seSavo Ulli. SECKINGaLOMULVerl. paimself, “There's: the 
Pacecrack.” 

I look, trying to concentrate my consciousness on the distant 
view. We move again and swing by the peak, and--just as we feared-- 
the huge wheel clanks to a stop. We hang out over infinity. The 
breezes now blow a gale. The view over the Fair Grounds is splen- 
did; would we could enjoy it! We move again and down--and our 
Serenicy Tecuicis wm, Proporcion to our descent. 

Even the returning upward curve is less fearful now that we 
have negotiated the circuit. But the whole ride is full of chills 
andi. Wis Wh CUeLOaWhY ela ueir kt yinge way, Lhis 1s.the pesr 


ride of all, almost. 
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But we are rather glad at last to find us restored to Mother 
Earth, whole and in our right minds. And we are Glad within our- 
selves, Bill and I, that we have overcome the Ferris wheel. We 
look back at it with less awe than triumph, and are almost flattened 
by an equally mesmerized pair of grownups. This brings our minds, 
too, back to earth, and we hurry epee a 

Boe wy ilo 1S now stame efor: tood. (e112 sande suggest as much, 
and escort Dad up to a refreshment booth. Here we insult Our inner 
selves with two hot dogs, a dish of brick ice cream and a Glass of 
pop apiece, while Dad munches a tomato sandwich and dispatches a fresh 
fruit orangeade. Thus reinforced, each after his own fashion, we 
saiiy forth again. 

We stop a moment to watch while a weight-guesser diagnoses a 
customer, feeling his arms and legs like a slave. dealer of old. 

"Guess your weight, folks, within two DOUNUS eho ae DO Lon 
candy is yours--absolutely free!" the weight-quesser calls out. 

He sits his victim on the judgment seat, and it seems he has 
correctly appraised him.. Dad, jostled too near by the bystanders, 
is solicited but he shakes his head and we move on. 

Here there is a sideshow that intrigues us--an Indian walking 
on live coals. We look up into Dad's Face--no, we can see he is 
not interested. The barker calls from the corner of his mouth: 

"The show goes on in three minutes, ladies and gentlemen. 

See him, see him, SEE HIM. See Ishmael Swami tread the red-hot, 
blazing embers. He's amazing! He's sensational! Step er Lont up, 
folks. No waiting. The show starts in only three minutes. You 
cannot leave today without seeing the greatest show on the midway. 
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Looking at each other, Bill and I decide we are interested, and 
once more Dad waits as we scamper inside. It all looks goody tomuse 
and we soon tumble out again, wordy with wonder. 

Where's Dad? At last we spot him across the way at a baseball 
pitching booth. He is watching a fiercely determined young man-- 
Germeps the pitcher of a local team--trying to make good against a 
Stack of wooden milk bottles. Finally he tumbles them and turns in 
triumph to his companion, a laughing blonde holding his unquiet coat. 

Bill wants a whack at this and stretches his Ditching varime s eut 
I know when I would be just throwing money away. Bill fells them 
with the third heave and gets three free balls. Apparently there 
is no other reward. These pepper the canvas backdrop ineffectually, 
SO we stream on through the lowing herd until we Ke scoO mies ualhes 
with the big mallet. 

We watch, amused, as a brawny farm boy pounds with all his 
might. The clapper rises high but does not Pinte wRersolratcioonue 
eeangies the lad's brow for it is always a hot dove) Sea 20 00—ed 
firmer grip, he swings again, and we can feel Every OUNCE Of iim ou 
into it. Like the mouse in the DULSeLYeravme. the little~ringer 
Tuns up, "the bell strikes one and down he run, pTokony, sdichony. 
Seem) Billerather hankers to have a EUV eotsen Subir ot heed rods 
of grinning witnesses dissolves his resolution. And we move on to 
our dearly beloved merry-go-round. Mother sometimes rides when 
she is with us in the sedate security of a Seal mOULSEOLS time Dac 
prefers to driftnear while we take our multiple rides on the ponies. 

Buying two tickets each, we are ready to jump aboard as the 
disk slows to a stop. Picking the fiercest pair of steeds possible 


we spring into their saddles. (We must find horses as handsome as 
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are to be had--those with no parts missing.) And we try for adjacent 
animals, though never two side-by-side, as we both must be on the 
outside track. Now we begin to move, our noble beasts rising and 
meeeeiig) slowly as they work up to a gallop. ‘This ride is gloriously 
exciting and yet we feel quite safe. 

We just enjoy ourselves with the accompaniment of spine tingles. 
The music stimulates our voices and imaginations. Shouting to our 
spirited mounts, we urge them on to ever greater speed and motion. 
Dad is seen watching us in undoubted admiration and approval--Bill 
looks back at me and grins delightedly; and I am off cantering 
along the western plains, or at least down the Monterey Road. Ima- 
gination and a little motion, however unprogressive, can express 
one a long way in time and space. 

Unhappily soon, our steeds slow down despite our encouraging 
Patter, so we fall silent, feeling they probably need a rest. Our 
second tickets are collected and we are off again, thundering away 
all over the landscape--fast, indomitable, unafraid. Perhaps we 
ride even a third time. 

Then our hunger for the merry-go-round is somewhat appeased, 
and we join Dad again and stroll down the other side of the midway. 
We stop before a delightful slot machine which contains a miniature 
Seeam snovel. Dropping a dime in the crack, Bill turns a crank 
which controls the shovel arm. With great care he poises the open 
jaws over a real, live quarter. He spins the reel swiftly and the 
shovel lowers away, but somehow it lands an eighth of an inch off- 
Side. The teeth close and come up with three poisonously colored 
penny candies. We both try several times before Bill triumphantly 


snags his quarter. 
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Dau SsecicelLOravert fis, gazevas we.cach, take on va -ballvaf oink 
Cotton candy on a stick, but he refrains from comment; and, begin- 
hing to consume the dreadful stuff, we saunter on. We "pitch-till- 
we-win" again, and I promptly inherit the red-stoned ring Dad wins, 
delightedly fitting it onto my thumb, where, by tomorrow, it will 
Peemerenocreens ring of its. owns .l also.get Bill's trick nail file, 
clipper set, and don my own tiny red bowler hat--quickly taking it 
off again as I detect the smirking eye of a passerby. Now feeling 
Set eewWeitd within, we toss away our half-finished cotton boll 
weevils. 

We have just time to go with Dad to look at the forestry ex- 
Sepecebetore we join Mother at the grandstand, gate. All four of us 
Pater into the magic inner world, while Bill and I, holding up our 
trophies, storm Mother from both sides with expositions of our ad- 
ventures. The grandstand is already pretty full, but we get seats 
which, if unyielding, give us a good view of the stage across the 
track and the bandstand. 

Our afternoon here is crowded with clowns, high dives, sulky 
iiees,.009 acts, bicycle riders and acrobats, punctuated with bot- 
Ples- of pop, ice cream sandwiches and cracker-jacks. poi yaa 
stuffed with horrors, eae with spectacles, spifflicated with sit- 
ting, we stagger out. Yet even then we are not ready to call it 
a day. Our parents promise to saunter slowly, very slowly, carward 
as we rush off for alast whip and caterpillar ride. 

At last, jaded and weary, we drag ourselves away from the 
dreadful fascination of it all. Aware of having overstayed our 
Lime. of grace, we sprint, as. fast the mob permits, to the car and 
our by-now impatient parents. Apologizing vigorously, we pile 


into the back seat- 
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Leaving the fairgrounds behind, we sink back against the 
cushions in nervous exhaustion and gastronomic uncertainty. The 
Day is at an end. What a day! Perhaps we will come again the third 
Sem GuUrth day,-just forvan afternoon, and’do the rides®all over 
again--and perhaps see some of the exhibits. But that can never 
feet cemas glorioustas this vfirst trip of the year. 

Two years, when I was ten and eleven, I entered some chickens 
in the poultry show. The first time, my best hen was teamed with 
Maneovleenoostéer, Sprig, sandethey spent four days in the confusion 
Seeeme cackling, clucking and “crowing world of their fellows. 

fe ringrout the requisite entry blank I felt ‘very. important. 
Still more so when I delivered my handsome pair to an attendant 
iemoay before the Fair opened.) To be allowed to enter before the 
hoi polloi were admitted and see operations behind the scenes filled 
fearon a “sense of being a pant *of hit all—-almost ‘an intimate ‘of the 
great who inhabited this roisterous, enchanted world. 

The opening day I hurried to the poultry building (even before 
visiting the whip) and went quickly down the rows of wire cages, 
looking for my birds. The squawking, feathers and smell reminded 
me of my own henhouse magnified many times. Finally there they 
were, amid their Barred Plymouth Rock kind, looking surprisingly 
self-assured despite the din. And handsome. 

If they recognized their beloved mistress and yearned to 
fall into her arms, they admirably concealed their emotion. I 
scanned the competition of their own breed, and spoke to them 
reassuringly, promising eventual restoration to their homeland; 
counselled patience and courage; and conjured them to put their 
Des Gm cathens Worwands | Then Wuwenteforth for ‘an iorgy ‘of frivo= 
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The third morning was the judging and that afternoon I sped 
i) Peasneco. Dheepoultry: show,., this,time witha thesfamily.in tow. 1 was 

excited the moment I entered the building by seeing ribbons--blue, 
red and white--fluttering on occasional cages. Closing my eyes, Il 
braced myself for disappointment, and then bolted to the pen of my 
Sewee Obs. j0Y;, “oh; rapture unforeswarn!. There hung a glorious 
Blue ribbon, the insignia of a first prize! I stampeded for the 
family hovering by the door and led them back with indescribable 
pride. Behold! This had their daughter and only sister wrought! 
And I fingered the beauteous strip of blue. 

My attendance on the delights of the fair were interspersed 
that afternoon with flying visits to the big henhouse. Threading 
my way through the crowd, I wondered if anyone suspected that in 
this unassuming figure lay concealed the owner of blue-ribbon birds. 

D If they knew! Standing before my wondrous creatures, I assumed 
what I felt to be a proprietary air, lest passersby think me merely 
an admirer of someones else's bluebloods. I spoke to them audibly 
as people strolled by, so that they would identify me as the for- 
tunate breeder of this pair. Then I would move off a little and 
watch with fierce possessive pride as people looked in upon them-- 
straining my ears for flattering remarks. It was a triumph indeed. 

When I got them home after the close of the great show, I 
took the winners! picture together (the hen. having now been re- 
christened "Prizewinner") -- with great difficulty as they were more 
interested in grass than the camera or each other. A few weeks 

Pacererrizewinner delivered her Tirst egg--a cute little brown 
) Sia Pe eeeenUa tna LOOK her. DicCtive se thois time with the éegg., LU came 


out well, the egg especially shows up and Prizewinner has her head 
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modestly lowered toward it. 

For quite some time afterwards I felt ordained and set apart-- 
surely I was the only ten-year-old girl alive to carry within her 
high-beating heart the triple glory of (1) having been up in an 
aeroplane; (2) having had her hens take a first prize at the Gann. 
and (3)--best of all--having had a poem published in John Martin's 
Magazine! 

The next year I entered a single hen and won again, but the 
ecstasy was irrecoverable. The blue ribbon was smaller, of poorer 
material, and my reactions were cut from the same cloth. How perish- 
able a thing is glory! In innocence and newness lies the nearest, 


@eerest) joy—-when the mist of bloom is still om the fruit of life. 
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CHARTER 824 


LAKE FISHING 


With the advance of September, it became time to think about 
going fishing on Lake Buel. In happy anticipation, we would get 
Out our bait-casting tackle. Lake fishing equipment is more fun 
to play with than trout tackle. You can not do much more than 
admire, or at most stroke, your Royal Coachmen, White Millers or 
Parmaccini Belles. For me they always had the sad fascination of 
the moribund--so lovely, yet so doomed. My first few casts were 
Pereeeo snap them off, dividing the little Joys from their Leaders, 
and hence me, forever. 

During One stage of fishing ardor, Bill and I tried Cyto Olid 
own flies, fired by the noble works turned out by Dad and Cousin 
Bill. We scoured our chicken yards for material and laid in a 
supply of No. 10 barbless hooks. Then we labored with tweezers and 
thread and brought forth flies the likes of which no trout had ever 
seen, nor dreamed of. No, such insects as these Nature in even her 
boundless, quaint and sometimes gruesome fertility had never evolved. 
The use of available material resulted in our creating Rhode Island 
Red and Barred Plymouth Rock flies (still worse were the mixtures!). 
We bravely tried them out and were wild with joy over a bite, or 
anything that could possibly be construed as a bite. But I doubt 
eeectinet Dliiwor 1 could honestly say: we Caugntu id rout son onesot 
Our own creations. It was enough of a feat for us to catch a fish 
irae r open ty, 

Trout fishing is indeed the king of sports--who that knows can 


deny it? By this I mean when practised right--exclusively with 
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frites. =To*paraphrase the fond estimate given of ‘bass, "trout are, 
inch for inch, and ounce for ounce, the gamest fish that swim- 

But when it comes to tackle, who can be blind to the charms 
Beepatt—-Casting lures? It was a delight’ to draw out Dad"s* staunch 
self-built brown tackle box and behold the wonders it contained. 
They looked so fish-efficient and sure. Holding up a little paddle- 
wheel minnow, we wondered that any bass could resist him despite 
the dripping hooks he wore. Many a time and oft, while casting at 
feokearong the shore...!° Indeed, it was an effective plug, despite 
Sees Last to port due to waterlogging, and scratches on its 
fac ttom being cast up on rocks. That lure had really seen use-- 
and fish. 

Here was the little gray mouse Dad had made--an infinitely 
mousey thing it was, and we admired tremendously its tiny whiskers 
and beady black eyes--how cleverly the hook was concealed. The 
mre. ciougn,, seemed to be’ less enamoured of it for it had a 
rather undistinguished record. 

Here’ was @ pair ‘of old’ friends.” Two Al* Foss pork rind ‘fhar- 
messes. And the bottle of pickled rind. Not much to see, this 
haq," but very successful with pickerel. 

Also sure with pickerel was a spoon and feather rig with red 
and white tail. 

But what of this glorious darting minnow? The red painted 
head made it simulate a wounded fish. It looked intriguing when 
reeled in with its enticing stagger. No, none of us had ever 
landed anything on it. Seduced by its good looks, we had often 
used it, but to no avail. Had we ever even gotten a strike? 


Next came a dark green striped affair with a spinner at its 
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nose. It looked minnowy enough, ‘but we had given up using it--a 
complete fizzle. 

Here is a weedless spinner rig, designed especially for the 
lilypads and weeds that pickerel love. These stiff wires keep 
imeeconm Gecling snagged. Like-ssome of our other marvels, this 
lure has never tasted blood. Weedless wonders, we have found, 
tend to be also fishless--for the same reason. 

Oh, here is Dad's homemade frog. Long-legged, goggle-eyed; 
Seemoourd a fish see through his paint or fail to believe in such 
an excellent reflection of Nature? 

This is Bill's favorite, the modest Orono Bug--a striped 
Peoonmewariy nooks, Simple* looking butsattractive to, fishe 

Proving) that fish-efificiency is not always: the basis! for 
affection, my favorite plug was known as The Jinx. The slogan 
Saecnme DOXeit came in calbled.it “The Lure that's Surez") But it 
Was indeed a jinx for it experienced nary a nibble. 

Pigeons iat olesboxeconrains the Smithsonian) Glo-Body! “Cong 
Sigesiamnerikevasdarningymeedie, it hasvlittlesspinners fore and 
after, and its neon tubelike body is luminescent. We had read of 
its triumph over a pike-perch in Field and Stream. This was in 
an article, not an ad. The happy author with his enormous catch 
Said he owed it all to his Smithsonian Glo-Body. So the Smith- 
sonian Glo-Body had come into our lives--and been cast by the 
cubic hour, to no avail. The pike-perch, or anything else in 
Lakes Garfield and Buel, had never heard of it. But it remained 
a potential marvel always--if, in fact, a dud. It was from 


personal experience that Dad wrote: 


o 


oy = yd 


an 


bei rae 
ae one a 


> 


sat 


eet OR ot Lan Danie Roan faweth” ae Sinton conch et 9 


outed. ope le FO 2 aw weet) ue #y A 4 t TOES Gy tet ae, ae 7 van ai 


Ci Se RM” Da yd, We wera. kh > heer po tigep waz’ 
j \ i : : —— v 
Seve) Ce! 2h | in thee ee Me een) Taven eer 


et) atie. oo ot 


‘ Wy r ki ye a ao ' 4 a4 7 Nd é aes 


hes . a , , aes j ‘ i 6 re — ‘ 
ey a le eC Obey ute) ene We * eD) @ rand Ae 


APT Te, Ai wwor k vi Wl weir Th ania. fA Sas 7 See. fit bY a. Pol yous r 
\" a - 
i a: nO] 4 “7% 14 | [An N Le7% hi a 
ee 
¢ 1 é ; Mi | no H ay) 7 } i F 5. 7 om 
i I } iw Tit =~ Gyeg fh jar} tobiGyes ¢ 
inp | ee ert aS Ee wh Cheated? seta wand 
y wer, a . ( y S28. as heh ve vn 
‘. al ste pe" . eel i 7 é al Lae 1 Pe pea +} 
af gh ‘ CTR cpaver ! ‘cogs Ff 4 yy ow ht P) 
i no ' v ke nk | iy rim i 142 ‘) Site. ni (Ayes wiV4 aa. 4 5 2) iy 2 4 
4  - » Mi is | ' a 
wag | D 4 i“ van ih 148 io fl ‘9 aap Ce Ai 7 sar 4 grin ae) oe 8 Aj a) n $ ie > 


12 DOS) ae) ee a eee wi cc denial ringing add Ate ved 
| { , aes vist ” 
‘vm as ! 
hades. puoereonn oli se i m) oelathaa 
5 j 


akudid a facta thee iy | 
Pees ” fe staeee 4 


— ‘ a nt om 0 ns | Maa, 


sy; 


a 


: Crk Nas 
ee Ly 


300 


i VemrealheredecontrantUbonss ang spoons DyYmLienecure. 
I've wigglers and wobblers and wonders galore; 
PeVvemtine by) Cresturlond vandsdozens of reels, 

I've rods multifarious, leaders and creels. 

I've minnows that gallop and minnows that prance, 
Each with some patented St. Vitus Dance; 

PiVervooks. on scnessSeere nse oO. sbass, and: of troum. 

Lhe racCleleann usta avouLloone: hundred, out. 

And yet if you ask me, I'm bound to affirm 

That I've caught only one fish--and that on a worm! 

bee was Ona relatively humble spinner rig that ad caught. ‘his 
Big pike-perch. I never tired of this tale of fishing achievement, 
only wishing that I had been present at the great moment. But, 
Bemetm ene case of the triumphant discovery of the Showy Lady- 
Slippers, 1 had been too young to be along. 

From hearing the dramatic scene often described, I could 
weeuure it all. trolling) along the wooded shore of Lake Garfield, 
Meemeoill! rowing on muffled oars, Dad felt his lure catch hard. 

He pulled and got no answer--the rod bent, the line gave not. 

Ppouess I've hooked the bottom of the lake," he muttered, “and 
asked Bill to reverse the boat. 

As he did so, Dad reeled in. Something seemed funny. They 
drew no nearer to where Dad's line went into the water. 

"Stop rowing," Dad said, and they both suspended all motion. 
But the boat kept on moving backwards. At last they became con- 
WiInced it was more than drift or wind. 

"Holy Smoke!" said Dad in a tense voice. "Something's towing 
the boat. Something--on my line! Row back fast, so I can reel in." 

I could imagine the caution with which Dad reeled, filled with 
a thousand fears for the strength of his tackle, the insecurity 
with which the critter might be hooked; the will with which Bill 


bent to his oars, less careful now of noise--the wild excitement 


in both their hearts. 
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During the next ten minutes Dad substantially cut down the 
distance between this undersea monster and himself. Both he and 
Baevaewere felectrifiedeat»the firsteglint ofsa-long.dark.-form,, far 
down. Their net was small, adequate only for small pickerel and 
bass. Tense instructions filled the air as Dad sought to prepare 
Gryi4s eager netting arm. He felt fearful for his line and rod 
at every sounding of the stout fish. Nerves atingle, Bill was 
ready to leap overboard if need be and grab the creature with his 
Mare nands. Inch by inch, the fish was brought nearer the boat 
on steeply bended rod. 

Basie veaned expectantly forward, still-trying to trim the 


boat lest they both be tipped in on top of the quarry. Time, 


breath and hearts stood still as the netted swoop was made and the 


Segeteilow brought flopping; dripping, fighting into the boat,.a 
good half of him sticking out of the net. Fearful yet, lest he 
flip himself out again, Bill grabbed him and held him down while 
Dag conked him over the head with an oar. 

ine monster was subdued. anduhistgqlorious. dark Length 
Sececcnecein’ thes bottom of,thesboat. » then their» rejoicing and 
mutual congratulations could break loose. A pike-perch he was, 
with the long pickerel nose and spiny mouth. He must be almost 
three feet, and--Dad hefted him--five or six pounds! 

DE CL Sard OeOmeaie Net saide 


When they came up the lawn they were seen to stagger beneath 


the covered load they carried between them. Mother and I laughed; 


we were unimpressed. We had seen that trick before. We did not 
believe) augesture of it. . They,sometimes had tottered up to the 


house under the weight of two small rock bass and a fourteen-inch 
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Dickerel. 

But now, when they got into the kitchen, they unveiled the 
lordly form, and Mother and I broke into the cheers soa PLOY 
deserved. What a fish! None of us had ever seen one so big from 
Mees Water, before nor since. It might not win the Field and Stream 
annual prize, but to us it was all fish and a yard long. He weighed 
Six pounds, twelve ounces..... 

Now in the tackle box we came upon the little piece of wood 
designed by Dad for casting practise. Let's tune up our throwing 
armS. SO we set up our short bait-casting rods of light bamboo and, 
after oiling our level-winding reels, go out on the lawn. We each 
try a couple of dozen casts. We are rusty all right; our thumbing 
is poor, and backlashes leap joyously from the spool. We mutter 
Empeecations as; we strip off the offending line. But it's good to 
Beare the reel sing, and the familiar casting. gesture carries us 
almost to the water's edge. Gee, we ought to go down to Lake Buel 
soon! 

And we do. One Saturday around the 20th comes up with the 
Meoetaste Of real) September, and we all agree, "This is it." 

We do go to Lake Buel because Lake Garfield seems to be overfished 
and understocked of late. Mother puts up our lunch, asking the 
patron saint of fishermen to be kind to us, and we get off in 

pame LO be on the lake fishing at Our Spot by two o'clock. of 
course we go to Turner's Grove. Here we appropriate, if possible, 
mmuCat HOt eds SCAUNnCh a oOralt: as little old Mr. Turner has. to 
Mies ieetace 1S s50¢.an Nourse. Mrs Turner knows us well and, 


making a note of the hour, he bids us good luck. 
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We soon have all our stuff stowed aboard. Dad sits in the 
Serer and Gill is to row first; together we-push off “our ney 
mee. Wading out a little way to get her “started and in turn leap-— 
ing into the bow. Already Dad has his tackle up, and he heaves 
Out his first cast toward shore as we pull out into deep water. 
Bill turns left to parallel the shore for a few hundred yards, 
his trained oars dipping quietly at just the right speed--and just 
tme cight distance from land. A good cast, some forty-five or 
Heeevereet, shotild take the plug in just off the rocks and, as 
Memieerecled in, it passes alluringly over the heads of any lurking 
fish. 

Feverishly, I hook on my trusty pork rind lure and am ready 
Poemouoemy)sturr. With the wild enthusiasm of the first’ real cast 
of the season, I put my whole soul into it and heave--and my bait 
Se@ese in with a terrific plop fifteen feet from the boat. OF 
course I have a splendid backlash. Frantically I pluck at my 
snarled and bulging line as Dad's line describes a long, smooth 
Mee and his spinner rig drops: gently in’ two feet off shore. 

Pheauitifuis” 2 mutter, reeling ineat Last. "My lure, of 
course, has sunk to the bottom by now. It takes a little pull 
to tweak it from its resting place. Again Dad sends his long, 
free cast out and I try to ‘swing with the ease requisite for 
emulation--and achieve a decent cast. 

This is partly a limbering up exercise as it is the wrong 
time of day for fish to bite, though we have occasionally caught 
them. Now Bill pulls out in the lake toward some pickerel weeds, 
a detour we always make on the way to the fishing grounds. 


Dad puts his rod down as the water is probably too deep for 
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BiOwitebut 1] goon casting, mostly for practise, though hope ever 
springs. When we get out by the pickerel weeds, Dad changes his 
lure and joins me. Red is the pickeTelycolor it, seems——-bass prefer 
yellow. Dad gets a strike; I snag into some lake hay and think I 
have got a strike, too. But a weed always leaves its CalLlinguoarar 
and when I get my lure reeled in I am at once undeceived. The fish 
know that minnows do not come equipped with foliage, so I clean 

off my bait. Now it is time to let Bill do some Casting.. “Hereand 

I change places--with as little agitation as possible. 

They both cast as I row along, standing some fifty-five feet 
from the edge of the weeds. Bill hooks a pickerel, but he lacks 
Helt-an inch of his requisite twelve inches and is released. 

Before long we come to the end of the lilypads, and I head 
Berawont for our still-fishing grounds. Half an hour later we 
Seoim to line up the four objects that determin Our Spot. Now 
the white House on the point is in range with the Green Cottage 
across the lake. A dozen strokes to the right and we are in line 
betwixt. the Big Pine in the cove and the House With the Red 
Memes.) siiis is it. This is fine. We are right over a hole in 
the weeds. Over the side Sipe hea twomancnors. fore and Siac 
Menweas little ado as possible, and we bob serenely under the 
high sun. 

Poo ese Comune Out fi) yarods. loading them with night crawler- 
baited hooks. Sounding for depth, we fasten a cork on some four 
Or five feet up from the hook. Thus our bait will hang among the 
weeds, a foot or two off the bottom, about the height where wander- 
ing fish ought to pass--we hope. We throw our lines Over and have 


the corks dancing some eight or ten feet from the boat. 
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Setting our long rods down, we cast a few times in various 
directions, taking turns so that we do not hook each other, cross 
up our lines, or indulge in other indecencies. ib). Gaekiowet Cm Leg 
the fish around the boat. Perch and even pickerel may follow the 
lure in without striking and. thus discover our worms. Bill even 
gets a bite and a small pickerel trails my pork rind in--an 
arrowy shadow. | 

Dad's cork begins to half submerge itself and run upwind, so 
Memdrons: mis casting rod for the fly rod, and strikes hard, to 
yank up a meatless hook. Bill's cork comes Cie) ial Cae GO Ort na (Cio UT, 
casting endeavors are abandoned, to tend the Sil fisningesities. 

Pitling his hook in to be sure it.has not been cleaned, Bill 
has two little perch trailing it up to the boat. These anita yenele 
too small, and augmenting his well-pruned worm, he tosses out 
again in another direction. Dad meanwhile has hooked into what 
waeeworrying his bait, ,.a fair sized sunfish--a LouUmMDK un SECC.” 
Mave brilliant little fellow looks like a sunburst, with his 
orange and yellow irridescent scales, but is Gita Om Ca te. 

Thus he is unhooked as gently as possible and returned to his 
element with instructions not to bite again. 

Bill now moves his line to the other side of the boat to 
escape the advances of small nibbling perch, and weeall sit 
quiescent a moment or two before deciding it is time to have 
lunch. Deviled ham sandwiches, hard boiled eggs, thermos- 
bottled milk taste good, as do Mother's cookies, the apple and 
three little squares of Baker's semi-sweet chocolate which Dad 
dispenses to each of us. These little chocolate squares played 


quite a role in our youthful dessert scheme on many occasions. 
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As nothing has set our corks a-nodding during this repast, 
we brush the crumbs into the water and decide to move a little 
distance off. Anchors come up, oars go in, and we jockey as 
quietly as possible into a new position, still within the limits 
of our true and tried fishing grounds. We anchor again and Bill 
and I again oe a few times; then we settle down to fish and 
O@igest lunch. It is so warm we all wet the backs of our necks 
under our white canvas hats. It is infinitely pleasant to be 
here, a sliver on the bright peaceful expanse of the lake. We 
Feel relaxed and content, and have the delicious sunset fishing 
to look forward to. 

Dad gets a couple of bites and lands a nice perch. Perch 
are good eating so it is preserved. We begin to laugh, for Dad 
always gets fish. We have often marvelled, Bill and I, why this 
is so. If there were one fish in the lake, he would Single out 
Dad's worm. We sometimes picture the fish as getting in line 
for it, while our succulent offerings go untasted. Does his 
worm have a more entrancing wiggle than ours? Do vibrations from 


his hand run down the line and palpitate his bait? There hang 


our worms only a few feet away and nothing disturbs their serenity. 


Perhaps this is all a part of his green thumb and general kinship 
with the world of Nature. Only Shelt has rane ented this magic 
touch where fish are concerned. 

Finally things begin to happen to DUIBCOTKS.. LOO», as, UNeesun 
Slants toward the west. For half an hour the afternoon is fairly 
animated--Dad gets two perch and a fifteen-inch pickerel, and Bill 


and I get several perch of assorted sizes among discarded sunfish. 


306 


, 
» i ofan ee 


J ; 

Dh : | rn ne : ; 
A DS oka ee yee wa~% aCOG xOg des aay brtiver ue 
nr < : ‘ : % ie . 7 a - y 
eR. 4 : . 
Fee VRE ‘ eta elite are tulree wis ie Beit: oy: XMS ne a 


Be MEA ORAS OV EULA ig ae a. eR rl 8 shhh ie semen atte. So 
Ware MRS ls AT LR a a a eo A I we Lik Rev ek WHE et beef en \2 


‘ ur P - ar 1? Sp iy 4 7 ‘ i ‘* heyy 4 -» ¢ : Lé . May a 
was rn aA uy fem | aL - By ay? Ui i! ie ha hee "GPT OS . ' 


i ‘ 
i - 4 ie, 
a CLL ios aE ae walt wa? p.([2e85 riety 
; : ‘ , ™ 
a ke 5 4h Py ath j ne Tite . eT 7 ra) h- 
vA 
1 4 d , A i4 
if 4 yet. 4 } i ee: ' ; 8 ; " 
a A 
{ : Diag a 4 m } vy ap @ 
yh 
‘ Bit ‘ " } y - 
 ¥ »* 
y 4 
: ‘ Vaz 9 et) #7 f ro { j ; 
ie" bd } { rf f ' t ? a) cH 
7 4 a 4 
¥ ‘ a { » = pw 
Per re hy if on i " ~ ara ae i 
ba i ; ‘ , aM un ‘ v ‘ ies } 4 ‘ .* ) v 4e0E : ti me on 
; ‘ 
| vy a La ii a) P 4“ 7° oF rs iy pS a) et 
a ri ! Ty Vi cl RSP, ay « F a ay sd a i } Tea wv iS _« ,1 >, Z n ae 4 
) ye = ” 
fai mf es cou he OR tk Rene A Labi oAtanswics otae a seal) ee 
, eh ; j a 


“t | 


aia Many m eee de hat if cabs jaf, Sie eas i wad iva’ vies ivveg ft A Pt 
i af ' j , va g) 


. 
ic 


i en a petit, ay Fir 1 View ae} ran, * eine, aim 
' Wy ; j wre >- : 


Hols bi ‘te i Hondet tn eid rede its M ead nhe) 


: ve ore 
es Nee wy! mt a i 


pie or Big eevee ikea ra. at ae ae | aud tie 7m a 


ae J a n Pa ; hal Ms A an 
eae | 
ial 


Soe. 
ce 


ere 


ne ay 


307 


Keeping only the perch big enough to have some fish on their 
bones, we manage to acquire a collection of five and, of course: 
the excellent pickerel. 

As the sun sinks lower and cool shadows tiptoe out from the 
western shore, we begin to feel restless. Our corks sit again 
as peacefully as in a bathtub, bobbing ever so siightily only ta 
Pmieetake'ts vibrations.’ Bill picks up his bait-castingstod and 
Starts plugging. Dad pulls out his watch and scans the sun. 

Gwewl, we'll pull up in another five minutes, shall we?" he 
asks. We both assent with vigor, and soon we are Dec linc nwcaid 
taking down our long rods. Anchors mine upped, and I agree to row 
First,thus getting my non-fishing stint over with right away. We 
head for the nearest shore, lined with trees and occasional cottages. 

some sixty feet offshore, I level out and paraded st her fand: 
rowing slowly and silently now. Already we are well in the shadow, 
and crispness portends the dusk. Bill and Dad cast on both sides 
of the boat, though mostly toward SHOne ereaching: anealmost to 
the beach with long, graceful curves. 

imemriiile: of the treel «sotinds as the: line SOeeds TOU Gye rl Lng ind 
up a tiny spray from its wet coils. A low plop is heard as the 
more Lands:< § Anialmost imperceptible DaUSemLOmleten tarsinikira elite) e-— 
then a short yank to free any kinks--and it is started Slowly, 
emootnly on itseneturn: trip, «darting erratically like a wounded 
thing, flashing like a little shiner, or just swimming along like 
are nsect saccond ingrt 0) si tsatindiveduar SCCSMUL ICH Cyan At? Vas teetie 
bait flashes into view, is reeled in and wound up to within a 


Gaup eso f inches sot Lhe rein gandhais Peauveaeor the next cast. 
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be OG eavesOUtSEeot ie cro hiigeni ght on the rocks. «putehe 
twitches it safely into the water. 

Bo OWsOOWN, Papa says tO me. “"Thiseis good in here." 

miseteei Whirrs as his lure curves down the sky and falls 
beautifully in beside a sunken log. He starts its slow recall. 
Suddenly the water boils just beyond the log. He jerks hard and 
the rod takes on that happy downward curve. We are electrified 
as the fish breaks water and Dad reels in frantically to take in 
Paewstack . 

Only a black bass or pickerel leaps, mostly the former. 
Crafty fish, they shake their heads while in midair with the line 
Pageege trying tO get free of the hooks. “Bill and I suspend all 
Seeromeand Speech as Dad plays his fish. Now the rod tip bends 
Miemer as the fish souUnds.at full speed. Dad continues to reel 
stubbornly in and soon the black form is plunging beside the boat. 
mmpcoaumearest, have thetpriavilege of netting him, all but falling 
in the lake as I make a successful pass and bring him up dripping. 
He is a lovely smallmouth bass, of worthy dimensions, and we gaze 
admiringly upon him. Bill casts fiercely forth with renewed 
spirit; obviously they are biting! 

NeEBUOLN NOLe With interest Dad's Jight yellow spinner’ rig. 
momers Nacd tO Cast So frail a lure far, yet it is often more 
effective for being more silent when it lands.) Dad perks up his 
mangled bait and turns again toward shore. Longing for the moment 
when I, too, may cast my lure upon the waters, I take up my oars 
again, with an eye to the recumbent bass; he speaks of a happier 


Gay than Dad*s poem, “The Lost Bass:" 
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Pee Ie SiapS laut, wie ci painelines. 
The mellow-voiced quadruple whines, 
Wen vw Elopl he Tings: tne, startled spray 
And slips below--but not away! 


Aware he blundered (somewhat late) 
Upon a tin-and-feather bait; 

We have him hooked, and no mistake-- 
By 000s the Diggest in the lake. 


But wait, before you fetch the scale, 
otal Pans Ol tec mee La les 

Ah, cool the hand and clear the eye 
Of him who'll see the beggar fry! 


A fighter he, and who will bet 

His boots to see him safe to net? 

We throw the drag and let ‘er screech 
As he goes boring up the reach; 


But look, where he comes whipping back-- 
In on the spool the nerveless slack! 
There he jumps again--my God! 

There's no bass now upon the rod. 


A few minutes later Bill gets a strike right by a dock before 


one of the cottages--fish like these places, too--but he misses 


him, and I suspend animation so that he can cast over the same 


Water again. The fish rises again and this time Bill has him 


tugging rebelliously at the end of his line. We soon figure from 


Meeeculeter action that this is a rock bass. There are fewer 


fireworks, no leaps in space, and soon he is alongside the boat. 


Bill brings him in by hand and he is a Nice, meaty “porgie." 
Obviously we are all going to have a fish fry tomorrow--and 
again I long to be fishing. 


Halfway along the shore, I am relieved by Bill--relieved 


indeed, as I joyously pin a paddlewheel on my piano wire leader. 


It is delightful to hear the tiny chunking of its revolving 


blades. Being buoyant, it moves along the surface like a wounded 


mouse. PComaCGlOonwlooksSulrreststinivento sie. Tne next time it 
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pomes in; snarled--T*ll never geétea Tish that way. ‘Finally, though, 
TOO « 

It is soon quite chilly and we don our spare sweaters. Dad 
Baweean une last few hundred"feet™as Bill and’ I plug vigorously up 
to the very landing, and continue casting from a nearby dock while 
Demeoettles accounts with Mr. Turner. “Then, reluctantly, yet 
Weary, we reel in for the last time and take our rods down. 

We give a last look out upon the lake, now darkly veiled and 
mysterious, hardly seeming like the friendly sustainer of our 
barque. We can imagine, though, the multitude of dark shadows 
Pyewegttde in its. waters still, despite our best assault. We 


will just have to come back again for them. 
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COAP LER TZ 


“APPLES AND EATING 


With the advent of October and colder weather, it was time 
to think of getting in the apple crop. Halfway down the Big 
Hill there stood, during the first years, an enormous Pound Sweet 
apple tree. Its large green fruit were very sweet and we annu- 
Gray taid ita box or two: in the cellar. They were more perish- 
able than our winter apples, and could be eaten while those were 
ripening. 

When we first came to Swann Forest in 1921, there was an old 
orchard at the top of the Lodge Hill, across from the entrance to 
the Iron Gate Road, which has long since grown up to pine. It be- 
came a plantation; but, like berry patches, orchards in rural sec- 
tlons are often only a transitory step between two generations of 
forest, even when Nature is the only forester. 

Man's deserted fruit trees do not much outlive his dwelling 
places. The roses and pinks gone wild among the grass, the aban- 
doned lilac bush and orchard are almost as forlorn as the old 
macetacse br, “fal bing first iawey eiits ‘glassliess iwindows)-hike un- 
seeing eyes, and then collapsing until at last its cellarhole 
becomes no more than the "green dimple" in the field which Kipling 
wrote about. When a road becomes completely abandoned and grows 
up to grass, one minor tentacle of the octopus of civilization has 
withered away, perhaps forever. 


Dad wrote a sonnet about an old cellar-hole: 
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A field surrounded by a silent wood 
And frowned on by a darkly looming hill 
Hid in its grass the stones on which had stood 
Actabitation(Ppuri bans @ Wre s11 
Had long since vanished, save one timber gray 
That marked upon the jumbled monument 
The perishable home of yesterday. 
There was the old-time well, with brambles bent 
About the opening. An apple tree 
With caverned trunk stood like a sentinel 
Near where the open doorway used to be 
And cast its feeble shadow on the well.... 
I thought I heard the sound of voices Chere. 
And cowbells tankle in the pasture grown-- 
The plod of oxen at the creaking share, 
Me tGieeregr folksta work na. Sowas'’alorve 
Beside the rocks deep in their mossy bed. 
The meadow lay all silent and clear-eyed, 
With hopes forgotten and with plans long dead. 
The wind came through the apple tree and sighed. 

It is not the return of the land ta wilderness that is de- 
pressing--but the process of it. It is not Nature's final ViCtLOLy 
that saddens, for that is inevitable, but man's defeat. As though 
a later generation had not the courage of their parents' convic- 
tions, nor their endurance and will. A hundred years ago Thoreau 
deplored the abandonment of Concord farms. But then much of it 
meant the lure of the unsettled West had called them to rich, new 
land to be had for the claiming. Now it means a fleeing to the 
Gependence of mill-life and the confinement of cities. When such 
dry bones of the past are to be seen bleaching in the grass, we 
know that America is no longer young. 

In this old orchard the apple trees were being beaten in un- 
equal competition with pines and vigorous young hardwood growth. 
But two still able Baldwin trees added to our store of winter 
apples, and one snow apple with crisp, white fruit Gave us deli- 
cious samples of its infrequent wares. 

The real source of our apple crop was at the bottom of a 


meadow across the road from The Lodge. On harvest days, we loaded 


the car with bushel baskets, burlap bags, poles, and two or three 
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blankets, and fastened a ladder to the running board. Bob raced 
behind the car, knowing we would not be going far in that direc- 
tion. Ever since his puppyhood when a deplorable attack of travel 
Sickness spoiled his first ride, neither Bob nor his masters 
showed any interest in his traveling by auto. But Bob loved any 
and all of our local excursions, and invariably went along, about 
his own employment as well as ours. 

Turning right off the road at the foot of the Lodge lawn, we 
crept, jouncing and rattling, and hoping our differential would 
not scrape across the meadow and down into the orchard. Here 
some three or four Baldwin trees were usually well loaded, especi- 
ally one old faithful which we tackled at once. 

First the grounded apples were conned; only a few were 
classed A-1 (as windfall fruit is nearly always damaged in its 
fall) and the others worth saving were set apart in separate piles, 
those too far gone being shied off into the bushes, whither Bob 
sped to see what it was all about. 

A bamboo pole with a cheesecloth bag at one end was Dad's 
invention for snagging the fair but inaccessible apples from 
their high perches. With the ladder, Bill and I ran up into the 
trees armed nath tools, and even when all fruit within arms' 
reach had been plucked, additional bushels of choice apples were 
thus obtained. 

Next the blankets were laid around the foot of the tree, 
being couched on resilient stubble. Then Bill and I climbed 
again into the tree and shook it with all our mights. This was 
fun, even if descending apples occasionally bounced off our 
heads and other parts of our persons. Fruit like huge hail- 


stones fell into our blankets and elsewhere--most elsewhere-- 
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while Bob fled the storm by betaking himself after rabbits in a 
nearby thicket. 

Most of these apples were good; those with detectable bruises 
were kept apart for prompt consumption in pies or applesauce. 
Fruit spiked by branches or showing signs of inward worms were 
tossed away. A few stubborn but worthy apples still adhered to 
their mother, and Bill and I went after them, risking life and 
limb as we climbed high and crawled out on slender branches. 
Finally Dad announced that we had about all worth getting, and 
we were induced to come down, pick up our equipment and proceed 
to the next tree, where the same performance was run over again. 

The best apples were put gently into baskets. The rest were 
poured as carefully as possible into burlap bags, and any surplus 
wrapped in the blankets. When the car was loaded, every bit of 
room was taken up with apples except space for the driver. This 
was great, as it gave Bill and me an excuse to ride on the running 
board, a rare privilege we savored to the full all the way home. 
Each of us took a side, Bill holding the ladder on his. We 
snatched at the high heads of grass and goldenrod along the road, 
shouted back encouragements to our galloping hound, and rejoiced 
in the exhilaration of the wind flowing over us. We wished we 
might ride this way forever. 

Getting home, the prize apples were individually hand-wrapped 
and put away in special boxes. Apples second class received the 
same treatment but were to be eaten sooner and used in cooking. 
All in all we stored in our cellar, on three mice-proof swinging 
shelves, eight or ten bushels of fruit. The Baldwin tastes best 


along in January and February, and I cannot think of a finer 
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SRplew  e.tenaS aericiy Ssuurey ataste that does notvpall;s sl have 
Srren wonderedewhy ht is never to be found in the market. They 
make delicious apple pies, too--at least they did under Mother's 
able hand. 

With the advent of winter, our cellar held, beside the apples, 
a couple of boxes of Seckel pears, about twelve bushels of potatoes 
(these we bought), fifteen or twenty pounds of carrots and beets 
packed in sawdust, perhaps six dozen eggs in water glass (sodium 
Silicate), and on the shelves going down the cellar steps was a 
noble collection of Mason jars. Mother put up many quarts of 
blueberries, and tart pie cherries; many of the surplus vegetables 
from the garden were represented in golden jars of carrots, green 
jars of beans and wine red jars of little beets. There was an 
Preey, aiso, of Mother's jellies, jams, cranberry sauce, and marma- 
lade that Mama made--orange marmalade! Where can you buy such 
goodness? 

Around the middle of December, we would stock up on canned 
goods from town in anticipation of being snowed in. We always 
kept enough food on hand to feed us well for ten days or two weeks 
at least, and occasionally we had to fall back upon these emergency 
rations. 

These pleasant reflections on winter supplies bring back some 
of our wonderful Swann Forest meals. Mother was a superbd cook, 
though she maintained she was a cook made, not born, and tnat 
she did not enjoy it greatly. Dad, who did like to cook occa- 
Sionally, used to say that in order to be a good cook one n2eds 


only to enjoy eating. 
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I like to tnink of some of the Frequent dishes that were 


Particularly relished; none of them have I ever found elsewnere 
SO good, nor nave I achieved them myself in the same perfection. 
These were family Specialties, quite aside from standard dishes 


Bike chops, steaks, roasts, ete! “Perhaps it was only young, 
outdcor appetites, or that added enchantment that time Lends 
when we iLook back upon the joys of our youth, but there and then 
was real food. 

pemole as it’ was; T’canethink of Pew dishes? as heavenly as 
corned beef hash, a la mére. A can of corned beef, a medium-sized 
Onion, freshly boiled potatoes, a little salt) were’ all that come 
prised this masterpiece. But the boys' mouths water as easily as 
mine at the recollection of the wonderfully toothsome, brown- 
SEusteo result. 

Also plebian but yet divine were Mother's fish cakes--made 
with slabs of dried cod, potatoes and an egg. All my attempts 
to reproduce these golden brown objects to the same pitch of 
deliciousness have been vain. Mine come out either too salty, 
too fishy, too potatoey--too bad. 

Every ten days or so we would have breaded veal CUDLEL So. 
Mother knew just how to select and prepare them. As many times 
as I have ordered these, hopefully, even in expensive restaur- 
ants, as many times has disappointment come. They are always 
too thin, or too tough--and often covered with a loathsome and 
unnecessary tomato sauce. There is a time and place for every- 
thing--even tomato sauce. 

Mother's creamed sweetbreads were something to conjure with, 
as was her meat loaf. and her beef and lamb stews. After we ob- 


tained a real Italian recipe, thanks to Hal Tiffany, her spaghetti 
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with meat sauce was out of this world, and a never-failing cause 
for rejoicing. Shelt above all had a passion ffor what, when 
emall, he called "spuzzgetti.” 

Mother's Thanksgiving and Christmas and special Sunday dinners 
were to us the acme of gastronomic joy. With a perfectly prepared 
turkey, stuffed with rich sage, onion and butter dressing, as the 
centerpiece, there were always rich, creamy mashed potatoes in 
which to dam up lakes of sumptuous gravy, and fresh green peas. 
(Dood was the only one who did not care for the spheroid delight 
of peas.) Then, of course, there was the salad we all adored and 
without which no holiday dinner was a meal--canned asparagus tips. 
For some reason this salad was a unanimous favorite. And natur- 
ally Mother's own cranberry sauce accompanied the feast. 

Dad would keep muttering about an uninvited guests. 0ldsMan 
Pneumonia, being just around the corner and would Glance furtively 
over his shoulder out the window, but we never let this menace 
diminish our intake. And though we could nardly move by the time 
we allowed the main dishes to be removed, when dessert appeared, 
it was sailed into and consumed with avVida ty wadhis might be 
lemon meringue, cherry or blueberry pie, or any one of Mother's 
marvelous cakes. 

When shall we not pant at the recollections of her orange 
layer cakes, chocolate layer cakes, maple layer cakes (Shelt!!), 
jelly rolls, sponge cakes, angel cakes, strawberry shortcakes? 

And the doughnuts and cookies! "My Boys' Favorites" were our 
favorites for a long time, a heavenly oatmeal cookie; brownies, 
filled cookies, chocolate cookies. And the baking powder biscuits, 


bran muffins, corn pone! And Mother's French "croissants." Burn 
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my clothes! I'm in heaven! Made with yeast, the croissants were 

a delicacy never since encountered. They were the Ultimate, espec- 
lally when served with thick lumps of "clotted cream." In the 
early days Mother even made her own bread. ILS. Ward to, tia sor 
a more delicious aroma than that of baking bread. 

Except on special occasions, like holidays and Guest days, we 
ate in the kitchen. Bill and I were supposed to bring: in “trom the 
dining room the black leather chairs that Mother and Dad used, I 
bringing Mother's and Bill Dad's larger armchair. Sometimes we 

Forgot, and brought upon ourselves a semi-serious punishment known 
See e2tting on infinity." We were allowed no chair, and either 
Squatted in space or stood a few minutes until the parental ban 
was lifted. Eating in either position was not easily accomplished. 

Mother loved seafood and, whenever we had a meal out, she 
ordered lobster or soft-shelled crabs if we were near enough to 
Me sea to give her a safe feeling about them. I remember one 
time she had been to New York alone to visit her parents (how we 
hated it when she was away!) and returned with aint Or reso 
Oysters--among other things--for she never forgot a present for 
each of us. It was winter, and she set them out in the snow by 
the kitchen door. Bill and I had heard so0 much about the delec- 
tability of oysters, we were eager to try them. Imagine our 
horror to be told, 

"I am not going to waste any Oysters on you little shrimps!" 

We were dumbfounded--this, from our tender, indulgent Mother! 
she must have relished them indeed. Much later I found out that 
oysters taste like cold, wet rubber, and I ceased to grieve. In 
addition, we had been insulted with the epithet of "little shrimps." 


For some reason it struck me as a particularly galling designation. 
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At the shame and misery of it I went away and sulked. 

When Bill and I were seen to be Sulking after a scolding or, 
rarely, corporal punishment, Dad, when his good humor was restored, 
Beeidetrysto kideas oot®ef it. wHe would tell us ali the things we 
were thinking as we went about in our rich miasmas of Ssenr-nity. 

"Poor little fellow. Nobody understands him. Tried so hard! 
Labored so long! Didn't mean By oRarm! SPoor shi ttlevtte lows 

In spite of ourselves (and we struggled hard to maintain our 
injured and woebegone mood), we would start to laugh and were lost. 
Dad considered sulking an unlovely habit and tried to discourage 
us from it. But to the sulker there is something delicious about 
his misery: We were wounded to the quick! Moving about in a 
Cloud of feeling-sorry-for-ourselves, we were oppressively silent 
aS we brooded over the injustice of it all. Yet we occasionally 
made little noises, grunts and rus less loreal Pattenticm ta. 0gre 
selves that the oppressor might be aware of the agonies he had 
brought upon us. To ourselves we quickly rationalized away our 
Sin (for rationalization can "sugar o'er the devil himself!"), and 
went on to punish our pamenusyetne brutal tcarserssof ert aliml, we 
imagine ourselves dead--how cold and pale we lie. How stricken 
with remorse and grief they are as they bend over the rigid form 
of their beloved child. "How could we have been Sorcrve ly "we 
mearethem say. "The poor little thing--she died of a broken 
heart. She tried so hard." Oh, how sorry they'd be then! 

Of course, we don't stay dead--just long enough for them 
to appreciate our true merit at last. I fear I have lived 
through many such deathbed scenes and nursed the mood as long 


as possible in a welter of aggrievement. The family say I "get 


\ f ae vi 
» A a 
; ak 
4 Rite!) viet *) ai 4 +H : ane 
pet ) \ ral > : 
‘ yates 0 PAL ASC NG ; sy hy A f 


ib habe a he Csi | aes Wap it GeeR, re sity a hv iad peer f ul 


r 


a sie 
‘ ive ; ’ 7, . nPag) | 


; Peussiil oes ere Me Ks rast) 
Res se PR ER ea bias Wino wei dt: Mi, fon: aan as be 
. . bs a eG RY ie) Veta ; 
ea ta Vee. sane r) aks hdl cok hh ah tela POR ae ihe gniwnedy 
y ria ah ; y ve 4 i 
eu ge Caeeeen 0 alt: ebay ap ats Seah eee Saved Ptak a 
U Ke a4 they . } 


i : \ 4 
W's r t ie ' page Laat ie OF : a 
n Wid eS 4 , au : J iB 4. Lu ih oo, ce, ran “i +5 m4 7. fe ot] 7 d Gi Ps 4 ml bye a 8 ale 
i wey Ta, 
er j ‘ habsl Out ' i : 
; nr hartet GS lrdert bo lioiuianty sow 7 wie 9th et lie oe 
(ah a Taw Cie One) or MMe Br Viele OW ‘sz (be Waa Lt Yau? be Ww DOA OS THEE 
7 ' i's 
IO TOS Oe Do ER Die TE ewe Ge Palos: (ete ol eae 
‘9 ~~ 
Wi 
. 4 “ a | . > A « ‘ . ye ] J Lael f 6 
JSTOR Ba Aas ede lan Por Vente ate. ol gue ,21. re 
8 has OR Cem Wee (05. Dorow Sate OW. eee 
¢ 
Jee eT ity )  g CLEA Ae A i) ‘ yH<-Hri 19987 70.9 
—— -_ f 
rie 
Ld Og sa Day i f iy oe, av 0S 20 2, oy 
TPA a 
. Mat 
‘ Pty 
a Tod eel ol.) ef /o0s tod lv Rs ace a, Si wets : peal gn sah 
1 vit 
Veh 


| ) ' 
we ORT Le Rina hi i i EAL aa a 6 Skee! na MOE esi Lewol Pea SOT? 
b oe Oe | Th ; 7 
LI ( i i 7 7 ‘ au 4 + 
, me ee Nee om we nats AO deahlindy : Both cee eth 4 
Le eA PD, canal his Aen ety sented tho nelnud oF ee Zi 
j ‘ Tr wal y \ : y : 


asa aN | eh oa yd ae Be Ot” wie sevierwue Bra 


ay ae wigey i ila mp xine se tla Pet%Q Orit me rome: ry 

i i TCaeetes ”, ; aa 

sm "i a fei wir wit: ae vat apie | Hat ty fhevoled ti arty, ™ 
Mies af wre hs ‘ 

“iia Ane it Laine as a0q bids , ‘ae mn 
an Me HN ne (ees 


oie Ni inal ait a Sansed a, ‘bd to me 


’ a a a ‘ a 4 ‘i iy, Oe. 7 A bale aie i wy an mee i ti Mita: 7 
; nl ? My 7 ine ‘ if, iT . ae Mink Lee , 
i " ww i ci ; bs ‘ay 


320 


stuffy"--I know just what they mean, feeling it from inside out. 
I am all choked up with self-pity. 

One of Dad's pet aversions was white bread, and after he 
Bavetled it "corpse bread," none of us was able to enjoy, it, 
either. Thank goodness. With the knowledge of physiology 
Gained in his fifteen months' study of medicine, it seemed 
criminal to him that all the food value in wheat should be re- 
fined out and thrown away, and only the pure, defective starch 
tert for the bread. Such bread, he maintained, was no staff of 
bere, DUC a liability. The same refining process reduces sugar 
cane to a white tooth- and gut-rotting sweetness, with none of 
the wholesome food value and flavor of the natural brown sugar. 
Si@eeu,, 1t is absurd that we, in this country, are willing to pay 
extra to have our flour robbed of essential elements and flavor. 
Now we have gone a step further--and are paying still more to have 
our flour and bread "enriched," a feeble gesture which puts back 
only a fraction of the food elements originally removed! 

BulCVleaWOnUeC eit 16. that witheall the ererining, processing, 
adulterating, and cooking outrages perpetrated upon our food, we 
need armies of physicians and surgeons to keep our overstuffed 
but semi-starved bodies alive. 

Breakfast is the most wonderful meal of the day in many ways. 
We kept it interesting by ever-changing fads in cereals and their 
preparation. We ran the gauntlet of infinite cold cereals--corn 
flakes,Post Toasties, shredded wheat, Pep, puffed wheat and puffed 
rice, swearing by each in turn for a while. By spells in winter 
we were in thrall to various hot cereals--cream of wheat, oatmeal, 


Petit John, Wheatena, and Ralston, and there was a time when I 
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lived only for something called King Midas, though it was said 
that it was only the name I loved. 

Oatmeal cooked all night in a double boiler can be heavenly-- 
properly prepared and carefully arrived at. In the morning we 
would spoon off into bowls the top cereal, mostly gruel. This 
was then cooled by being floated about in a basin of cold water. 
ewe came a Tight ‘sprinkling of bran,’ then’ about a ‘dozen slices 
of a really ripe banana. Next we applied about two tablespoons 
of dark brown sugar (this is important). Then we flooded the 
whole in a generous libation of fresh whole, raw milk. There you 
have a truly delicious dish. 

Shrédjed wheat can be good, too, but for our tastes had to 
be first heated and softened by an application of hot water, which 
was subsequently drained off. Wirth otitis -thesbrahy is. pet ter 
omitted, but except for the cooling, it received the same treat- 
ment as the oatmeal. 

Mother looked with half-amused and half-irritated sighs upon 
these elaborate preparations. "Food fussers," she called us. 

Pac td not object” for; indeed, \he*led “Us -in “them. - There ‘was 

one repulsive food habit which we did think up by ourselves, 
though, and it was much disparaged by our parents. It was known 

as “bacon-vdotting."” Our morning ration of this dearly beloved 

food was three half-slices, and we sought to make them go as far 

as possible--on slice after slice of toast. So we spread on tiny 
fragments spaced to have about one dot of bacon to a bite of toast. 
Watching us shredding and spreading (it required finger work) was 
more than our elders could bear--and Mother could not say enough 


against such table manners. 
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She stressed the importance of good table manners constantly 
in the hope of making us fit to appear some day in polite society. 
I am Paulie grateful for her patience and untiring efforts-- 
they were not wholly in vain. Nor was the example of our parents' 
good manners in all things totally lost upon us. 

20 tivemtallva® couple of tons of! toa'l always went into the 
cellar and some twelve or fourteen cords of wood into the two 
sheds. George Brett would deliver the wood by team into our 
Front yard in eight-foot lengths until such time as he brought 
his sawing machine up to cut it into stove wood. 

With the big woodpile running from the side of the Horse Barn 
out almost to the First Maple, Bill and I were stimulated to scam- 
per about on it, and climb the maple trees more Preauently, ecnas— 
ing each other about in them like monkeys. In the First Maple we 
each had a favorite perch some thirty feet up where we went to 
look out for new continents, and stare at the Canaan Valley with 
wild surmise. Sometimes we took books up and told ourselves we 
were comfortable reading there with a pillow in a crotch. But 
we did not stay long, preferring to perfect our acrobatics, es- 
pecially hanging by our knees. If we hit upon some new and, to 
US, Praiseworthy feat, we would yell for Mother to come out 
quickly and see us--"quick!" And noble Mother would leave her 
task and appear at the door, hands fFloury or moist with dough, to 
express her admiration for the bold achievements of these, her 
offspring. At such times we always hoped Dad would appear, though ~ 
we dared not call him, and were occasionally rewarded by a shadowy 
form behind his window screen, and a brief approving voice. 

We always enjoyed the sawing machine's arrival with George 


Brett, aided perhaps by George Dowd, a neighbor's son, and Tommy. 
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The deafening din of the saw, the clatter of the moving belt, the 


coughs, backfires 


and gasps of the engine, the shouts of the men, 


were exciting, though Mother and Dad clutched their brows and were 


infinitely relieved when the last log was reduced to stove wood, 


and heaved in under the woodshed--and the engine gave its final 


eeeeze. then could we truly sing Dad's "Paean:." 


There's 


a cord in the woodshed, 


PescOtUNe An Lewin: 


There's 


a barrel of Baldwins 


Fresh harvested in; 


There's 
There's 
There's 
A gleam 
The sun 
The air 
There's 


a loaf in the oven, 
meat in the pan, 

a frost on the meadow, 
on the span. 

is like magic, 

like old wine; 

a song in me singing, 


"The planet is mine!" 
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CHAPLER: 26 


FOOTBALL 


Autumn brought, also, in October the football season! This 
Beone, of the, micest things about fall. iAs a season it ts heavy 
with harvest, and the bleak menace of winter, with its attendant 
temporary rigor mortis of Nature. It is spring in reverse--as 
melancholy as spring is joyous, as disillusioned as spring is 
paoteee geet ethere sis.an, exhilaration in sits: wind, inthe riot.of 
its turning leaves, in the starkness of its stripped landscape. 

The Berkshires, always beautiful, were movingly lovely during 
the brief splendor of their autumn color. The sadness in us which 
protested the death of the year somehow made it doubly dear with 
bittersweetness. Feverish shades of yellow, orange, brown and red 
shouted from every hillside and grove. The roads were lighted up 
by the brilliance of the escorting oaks and maples. White birch 
looked still more feminine and blonde with their yellow hair. The 
trees would reach a crescendo height of glory; they (and the world) 
seemed to be holding their breath for a day or two, and the next, 
as though exhaling, they started losing their leaves. By ones, 
dozens, and hundreds, the leaves unclenched their tiny hands and 
fell away. They caught and gathered, and soon in the woods you 
were wading in them. In time they packed down and moldered and, 
in an altered form, soaked through to the roots of the parent and 
neighboring trees; here they were absorbed and, in a reincarnation, 
were born into leaves anew. 


Football does a lot to justify autumn. Way back in the early 
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days of radio, we had battery sets and four pairs of headphones. 
Later Bill Manley gave us a Fada radio with a loud speaker which 
Seemed a terrific scientific advance; it worked splendidly Tor*a 
ele, but finally it’ faded to a hoarse whisper, and our headphones 
were reinstated. 

We listened spasmodically to such daily programs as Amos and 
Andy, and Lowell Thomas' news broadcasts, and weekly shows like 
Bill's "Bible Dramas" and Sherlock Holmes stories. Also daily we 
rushed at twelve noon to hear the stock market reports. We followed 
the falling and rising of United States Steel. In the hope, per- 
haps, of proving to us early the futility of gambling on the stock 
market, Dad allowed us to predict daily (in writing) whether Steel 
would go up or down, and he covered our bets. If Bill guessed 
Tight, he collected a nickel--if wrong, he paid Dad one; and so 
also with me. We had streaks of luck occasionally and were car- 
ried away with joy, thinking we had worked out at last the infal- 
lible system, only to be quickly undeceived. We felt ourselves 
big financiers. Actually we about broke even--and thus came off 
better than many who played the stock market with real money. 

On fall Saturday afternoons, Dad, Mother, Bill and I were 
Sure to be clustered around the radio in the living room, look- 
ing like so many wireless operators. Our Saturday afternoon 
visits to the movies were gladly forsaken during the football 
season. If Harvard were playing, and the game being broadcast-- 
and we could get the station--we had to listen, cheering her 
victories, sickening under her defeats. The house was filled 
with shouts of advice and encouragement. And sometimes groans. 

"Hold that line!" we shouted as the foe threatened on the 


eight-yard line. 


ue i te 


fhe 
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"Block that kick!" we beseeched as the enemy tried to convert 
after a touchdown, or work a field goal. 

"Come on, team!" or "Keep it up!" as our eleven began to move 
down the field. A Harvard touchdown brought us cheering to our 
feet and hopping about as much as the short headphone cords al- 
lowed--or we would throw them aside for a moment to indulge in a 
victory dance of unrestrained celebration. 

Dad was far from above cheering his college team vociferously, 
and Mother often joined in the emotional orgy. If less exuberant, 
her eyes frequently glistened with moisture at the sporting courage 
of the players. Never have I known anyone with such a highly de- 
veloped sense of fair play and sportsmanship, and she loved ama- 
teur sports for their display of these virtues--especially foot- 
ball. 

Most of Mother's cousins had gone to Yale and, though her 
favorite cousin, Waring Dawbarn, had been a Harvard man and she 
had frisked about in one of her early boy friends' big Harvard 
Beedcers, She had ‘grown’ up’ in the, Elie tradition.»* But, with Dad, 
she had wholeheartedly embraced the Crimson Cause. 

Bill and I frequently made charts of the games. We had the 
quarters on four separate sheets, pencils sharp and rulers handy, 
and as the game progressed we followed the plays on paper with 
all the signs and symbols the newspapers used. When we saw the 
Sunday paper the following Monday, we had the fun of comparing 
our efforts with the official ones. The only drawback to charting 
was that we could not abandon ourselves wholly to the feverish 
excitement of the game--there just wasn't time. We had to stifle 


our emotions over a touchdown, for or against, in order to record 
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it. So we eventually gave up making charts. 

The Harvard-Yale game was, of course, The Game of the year; 
we looked forward to it eagerly and always arranged to be on hand 
to hear it. But we rejoiced in them all, and later in the season 
when the Harvard squad had wound Up Operations, we followed the 
Army-Navy Thanksgiving Day classic with violent partisanship. 

Curing the first’ half of “the game, we suffered and cheered 
as our favorite eleven's fortunes ran, and when time was called 
For the halves, we three (Mother went on darning socks) tumbled 
out of doors with a football ana worked off some of our enthusi- 
asm, or frustration, as the case might be, against the pigskin 
itself. We passed, punted, drop-kicked and rushed for touchdowns. 
mreene crisp fall afternoons it was glorious to play outdoors in 
such an exhilarated frame of mind, and we raced madly about in 
pursuit of the elusive ellipsoid: 

Brought up with three brothers, I sometimes deplored my 
womanhood, and never did I feel this so acutely as during the 
Football season. My one ambition, had I been a boy--and I 
cherished the unattainable wish--would have Deeiieca da to harvard 
and play football. I had the shoulders for Me saeuro Knows. Pea 
nome I behaved a lot like a boy--did everything Dad, Bill and 
later the little fellows did--climbed and cut down trees, raced 
and wrestled, worked and played at all things. There was some- 
times a consciousness that I was not as good at these things as 
Bill--and it went deeper than my being three years younger. It 
was because I was a girl. When Bill bent his forearm and clenched 
DLS fist A Love Ly bulging muscles rose and rippled; but my forearms, 


however hard I made a fist, did not respond. No bulge. No muscles! 
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I was ashamed. 

Happily none of my good brothers ever reminded me of the 
eee of my hormones, nor seemed to hold it against me as 
some brothers would. And since I have grown up, I have decided 
Ppere 15 a lot to. be said for Dede eto be ss ile it ke sito 

Playing football, where I longed to excel, my feminine inca- 
pacity asserted itself. I couldn't throw a forward pass worth 
shucks; only infrequently could I Ger OP eakick: fo. be. proud. of 
and my running, though fast for a girl (Mother once won a medal 
for her sprinting prowess!) was inadequate to my masculine compe- 
tition. But I loved it--and even now delight in the feeling of 
the taut pigskin in my hands. Dood has this same ejcpcpep Male tng habe” vig de 
and I experienced much vicarious satisfaction in watching him later 
quarterbacking on the playing fields of Berkshire School, where he 
went after one and a half years at South Kent. 

When the second half of the game on the radio was due to begin, 
Mother called us in, and we panted back into the house to hear the 
rest of the game. As soon as it ended, we rushed forth again until 
we became gloriously tired. Later on while going to High schoo. 

I acquired a dark red sweater and wore it until it was threadbare. 
Even if no "H" adorned it, I knew what its color meant. 

When I was about eight, Dad took me to Boston with him for a 
football game. My first football game! What a wonderful adventure 
it was. I enjoyed it for days before and after, as well as during 
the delicious weekend itself. But my recollection is hazy except: 
for the excitement of actually Staying at a hotel--and the game. 

We got off the train at the Back Bay station and went to the 


Copley Square Hotel. It is a humble hostelry, but the name even 
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now denotes glamor and celebration. Probably this was Friday 
afternoon. Saturday morning we inevitably went to the Arnold 
Arboretum. In the afternoon was the game. I can see us walking 
toward Soldier's Field. To my delight Dad bought me a crimson 
feather with a white "H," and I wore it proudly on my hat, looking 
around to see if folks were taking it in. I wanted all the world 
to Know where my loyalty lay. 

Harvard was playing Brown. On my right sat a Brown man, and 
I noted his brown feather with scorn. It was the year of the Brewn 
Iron Men and they rolled over the poor crimson team like a steam- 
roller, even though I shrieked myself hoarse in Harvard's behalf-- 
exhorting, cheering and ultimately making sounds of sorrow. The 
Brown man, who was enjoying the game no end, also seemed to get a 
kick out of this enthusiasm. He laughed and spoke to Dad and was 
So griendly I found it hard to dislike him. I noticed he refrained 
from expressing his partisanship too hard, as I did not. When 
Harvard made its one touchdown, I cheered wildly. 

But I was saddened by the final score--very much saddened-- 
it was seven to some twenty-nine, but at least I had been there 
to encourage my cohorts and had seen a real Harvard football game. 
Walking away from the field, I looked so lustfully toward the 
Becks, Of little tin footballs, that, Dad, finally caught my. drift-- 
or I asked for one--and a glorious little facsimile, dangling on 
a crimson ribbon from a crimson button, became my treasured pos- 
session. I showed it off proudly when I got home and cherished it 
for a long time, even after the football fell in half, and the 
dark red ribbon faded to an ambiguous hue. 


A year or two after that, Dad took both Bill and me to 
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Boston for a game, but here my chief recollection relates to our 
hotel accommodations. We had two connecting rooms and a bath, a 
whole suite, it seemed to me. Dad and Bill had one room, Ll tne 
other but I romped in and out of both, took a bath with an alacrity 
that would have delighted Mother, and felt WYSE ne tne ap.oer 
luxury. 

One year Mother's cousin, Richmond Brown, sent us four tickets 
to the Yale-Dartmouth game, being played in New Haven. He and his 
Family found themselves unable to go, and he wrote Mother saying 
he would like to think of us all as Cheering for Yale just once. 
Mother had purchased the Dodge by then so we could go. 

Dad and Mother would not take the State car out of the State-- 
in fact they tried never to use it for personal business except 
when it was unavoidable. We rarely went anywhere on Sunday lest 
we be thought to be joy-riding in the State car. When Grandpa 
died in 1927 he left Mother a small sum, and in 1929 she decided 
memoeyea Cariwith@part of it. “After many interesting discussions 
at home and surveys of the market abroad, a blue Dodge coupe was 
ordered from Peters' Garage in Great Barrington. Bill and I were 
delighted, especially over the fact it was to have a rumble seat. 

The momentous day arrived when Mother was to GO In to pick 
up the new car. We had been startled to learn a few days before 
that the car being delivered was a tPanary yellow. SBilr and’? 
were secretly pleased, while our parents were less overjoyed at 
the prospect of such a collegiate color scheme. But Mother's 
spirits rose to meet the occasion; having gone this far, she 
would see it through. And enjoining us to bravery and patience, 


she went in with Dad to collect it. 
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Dad returned alone. The car had not arrived but was due any 
minute from Pittsfield and Mother was waiting at Peters' Garage for 
tome vie. £00, Waited and waited, our eyes. ever alert for Mother in 
Seocigit yellowssplash., After, hours.and hours,she.arrived. But 
Memo not recognize her until she stepped.out of, the car. 

reo ewe cried eli Set hice Lt" 

She had emerged from a black coupe. 

Bit 1s, indeed!" said she, and our disappointment soon fled 
before the wonder of this sleek black beauty. It was a splendid 
thing--we were particularly impressed with the little door that 
opened into the rumble seat through the side for putting in your 
golf bag. This was never used, but the idea was a honey. 

It was always a happy car, and we all loved it. All our 
long vacation trips to Duxbury, Charlestown, Norwalk and New 
Hampshire were happily accomplished in it, as well as lesser 
Sunday and holiday excursions. On long drives it developed an 
internal hum, an obscure but harmless idiosyncracy, and it was a 
friendly, joyous sound as though the Dodge, too, were having a 
good time and sharing our holiday mood. 

It made possible our foursome to New Haven for the Yale game 
on a particularly bright fall day. What disposition was made of 
the two little fellows, I do not now recall, but away we went, 
Bill and I ecstatic in the rumble seat. This was the last year 
of Yale's great Albie Booth, the Mighty Atom, and it was a real 
thrill to see him in action. As we were bid, we cheered for Yale, 
though our enthusiasm was not perhaps at fever pitch. After 
Harvard, we thought Yale probably the most desirable college, but 


1G remained the arch enemy on the gridiron. In spite of fleet, 
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able little Booth, Yale was defeated, but we had a glorious outing, 
and the difficult task of escaping the hordes of cars after the 
game was the only blot on our day. 

A couple of years later when Bill had just obtained his driver's 
license, he and I went to New Haven alone for another game. This 
was the Harvard-Yale classic, and Mother and Dad had planned to go-- 
it would have been quite a rare treat for them to get away together. 
But when the day dawned wet and miserable, they decided they would 
be almost as happy hearing it over the radio. They said we might 
use the tickets--if Bill would be awfully careful driving, and we 
would wrap up well. We would, of course, and joyously we went. 

We dripped through it and enjoyed ourselves after a fashion, but 
again, unhappily, our team was defeated. Although I have occa- 
Sionally won some change by betting on Harvard in Harvard-Yale 
games which I did not attend, it has never been my good fortune to 
see a winning Harvard team in action. On this drizzly occasion 


my strongest memory is that we got wet. 
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Christmas was The Occasion of the year, with its undeviating 
rituals and many attendant joys. 

erver BLliMstantedegoing tetschoohsin 19:24, if itwwene chumanly 
possible, we went every year to the Monterey Christmas party. This 
eeeeooboein othe local churchse The children.wof -both»lecal ‘schools 
combined to put on an a ta ews ve holiday pageant; there was an 
enormous tree hung with presents for everyone which Santa Claus 
arrived to disperse; and a little cardboard box of ribbon candy and 
an orange were dispensed to everyone. 

Unless the roads were absolutely impassable with snow, which 
happened only one year, I think, we would hitch up the old Model T 
Ford and wend our way four miles*to the little village. Mother 
took us as Dad did not like social gatherings of any kind. 

Parker Harmon, the one policeman in town, would be directing 
traffic as the whole larger Monterey area converged on the little 
White’ church, inethe’middle.s it seems to me that: Mr. »Harmon wore 
his uniform only on Sunday while church was getting out. 

Bill left Mother and me at the car and hurried to join his 
schoolmates and get into costume. (Later, when Dood and Shelt 
appeared on the scene, they became spectators, too, and later 
still, as they went to school, became part of this exciting and 
excited troop of performers.) 

Mother and I strolled up the church steps, greeting our 
neighbors and more distant townsmen. This building was the town 


center. In its basement were held the lively town meetings, the 
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caucuses, Christian Endeavor meetings, etc. The town consisted 
of little else--the general store which was also the post office, 
run by Julius Miner and his brother Lester; a garage and adjacent 
ice cream parlor run by the Tryons; the Grange Hall where meetings 
and occasional square dances were held; and a tavern, for Monterey 
was quite a summer resort with its nearby Lake Garfield, but the 
tavern had no bar as the town was dry as a bone, in theory at least. 

eome yearns later a modest library was built, and it was not 
until the advent of FDR in Washington that a large post office was 
constructed, two local Democrats becoming postmaster and assistant 
postmaster. 

My heart pounded pleasurably as we entered the crowded vesti- 
putes The church was brightly lighted, folks laughing and calling 
to each other as they stamped the snow off their boots and found 
seats. Festivity was all pervasive. As Mother was swooped upon 
by an acquaintance, I looked eagerly around. Across the church 
on the other aisle, I saw old Mr. Smith, a lively white-haired 
gentleman with a gift for occasional tactless remarks. ‘His wife 
was the church pianist. 

Finally, Mother and I pressed our way to a pew and sat down. 
From the opposite side, Clara Morse, a tall, cultivated New York 
woman and granddaughter of the telegraphy inventor, gave a little 
cry of greeting and rushed over to sit beside Mother. She smiled 
at me and began chatteringa mile a minute with Mother while I 
groaned in spirit. I wanted Mother to myself that we might share 
the excitement of it all--and gossip about the people. Now I 
would have to keep my reactions to myself until we could have a 
post-mortem. 


Looking around, I saw Tommy, our hired man, come in. We 
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pecneangeceacmiles.  inhene, «00 ,were the Bill. Brettss f smiled aqain 
and nodded a greeting, noting that Jared Thomson, the town tax col- 
Jector, had just entered with his two little girls. I did not know 
him to speak to, but I liked him--he looked wonderfully like Groucho 
Marx, heavy black mustache and all. He was a widower, trying to 
bring up the girls single-handedly. (In such a case as this in 
Monterey, as indeed everywhere else in New England, "housekeepers" 
were not infrequent.) 

The curtain was down on the stage, and I briefly scanned its 
familiar advertisements, mostly of Great Barrington merchants. 
Peemweeing NO1ses. came from, behind it, the murmur of voices, and 
now and then an order in the imperious voice of Mrs. Phillips, 
diminutive but capable teacher of Corashire Grammar School. 

A youngster emerged from the door leading backstage and 
shoved his way importantly down the aisle. This was the only 
Eime I regretted not going to school. ._I1, too, might be a part 
of this glorious excitement, one of those whose hearts and minds 
were deliciously united in a common effort for the town's enter- 
tainment. 

There stood the DTOULI Ue LNaSsmiereomi nes Ss accustomed. corner, 
bio LWenty feet reaching about half the height of the ceiling. 

Per eminded Meno one. of ithe Peterkin Papers” :stories, where:the 
Family had installed a tree too tall for the living room. They 
were going to saw a hole in the ceiling to accommodate it--until 
the "Lady from Philadelphia" came along as usual in the very nick 
Pee Meat suloest thaws heyocut ois part. of the tree to fit. the 
room.) Our noble spruce was beautifully trimmed; many presents 


hung from its generous boughs and more were piled lavishly beneath. 


At aa 


vane cite 


ne Lies 


Na 
f EMail ; 


oe 
ike 2? in ond yea i 


4 | Rare A Laie 
word: ee ai y ‘midi, Wawa! a he eae be in ‘te ‘ . LO 
s ) rei up x ae thie CR 


Ova a) RL. eel bo i maar nei by it Hana gli nha ‘tier bi 2 


i! 


t 


oe Swit ewe! a) pew BRT sib! oy ete 
Ad PRAY ewes er ae AD peels im ty ‘ene il on 


i \ o - ys An by 
SUOMI CORA way nit’ ates aintiey We Danes! is sa 


ip 


~ 
x 


4 | CLgnpiign tod ton a 


' ari 
t j ‘ i ; : ae 
pd) eriera Wi eta Fo Rie. eete Ge. ho nee: Gale Ree Toe er, Go 
ay ‘ir es ; tee o) 
FIBRO MOIR Tyne Reon, Wert ib healer, , a enemy ee) 2W EE 


i a 


Oe .aeanitiaw, Fe caekioill att Ot Ob: aes SOS) 2 =o uct entetta is 
mo wh 


eg 


wl \ 4 © ot (ov eno bTsQw ete AY tabeb. Ne ring bg > 


P f on a. ‘ LA thong wt Ci '® “" ty HHO 2 4a itr Ms ‘nme: 4 aye HOI" * 9) ra oY } wry & 

fi , , ' ; ‘ ‘ j pA 4 A j ag ai 

7 T s j I ‘ + 4 f he ie lay id 

doe POGR Pe Rome mal ies ls inth se mort Peotans geregny HX wa . Bt, 
YA AZ os WOR, BERL Ce Nee hones coum Yow #2 bt bove 
} A p i v] on 
PtHO  e: ny ke | yaa (ie RRS One Was. en ng79% gar #) ‘on 


be 
id 


2 bi da ee ats ot Bead) Ta ghip, Sbesd Lone Cue tele ann 
=~ (Ur es Ge aye } 


| iu 
Se ee mi owt iievots iiep an 


, 1 PY . cs 
oy ' eae 
i iw 1, 1 ‘ : 


snares): seb iia fk a cima “saan itt gry biele er? 


} Pau ; % Pian an 7 i 


anit ie nanan en sia ode: aindivens tite’ ibe out | iW 
Hina 2 if ! # : 
gis spre | r aie vi: had th 9 veniaoe si 


Oil ine yon vat ets 7 sake 


BER bea) Ae! al 0d we 
sila tl neg see 
ear ome: my i, a it sa Rare re 
) "eee tebe l se ams a.” 9 
* : in? aye : 5 A 


336 


The whole churchful of folks paused in its self-absorption 
momentarily and laughed with delight as our closest neighbor, George 
Brett, and Perry Fargo, another town wag, met, clasping each other 
joyously like long lost brothers. Perry loudly welcomed George to 
the city scene--generously laying open to him all the facilities 
of the town. It was always fun to see those two together. And it 
needed only the appearance of the town's third humorist, Parker 
Harmon, to complete everyone's sense of well-being. Perry was a 
selectman and a widower and had been courting one of the town's 
maiden ladies for a long time. Many bets had been placed pro and 
Someas to whether she would land him or not. 

Clad in his immaculate black suit, Mr. Abercrombie, the local 
minister, was greeting people as they came in, seeking to bestow 
upon all his kindly conviviality. It was already twenty minutes 
beyond the starting time and the churchful of people began to quiet 
down as Mrs. Smith applied herself to the piano. Even Clara Morse 
ceased to whisper. The curtain gave a few thumps with its wooden 
roller on the floor and slowly rose. 

The general idea was usually the same. The pageant of the 
Christmas story with the manger scene and wise men--and the lovely 
Christmas Songs Carrico on uncertain but Clear young voices. I 
was suddenly electrified to recognize my brother as one of the magi. 
His voice gave him away. These other performers were the compan- 
ions of his school hours. I studied them, especially the attrac- 
tive blonde who played Mary. This, Mother whispered to me, was 
Marie Hall. Marie was the golden object of Bill's interest just 
then, and I could not but applaud his taste. How sweet she looked! 


It was all very wonderful. When a youngster, paralyzed with stage 
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Fright, forgot his lines, and Mrs. Phillips' crisp tones could be 
heard prompting him, the audience smiled indulgently. 

In a way, I was glad when God and the last sinner had been 
reconciled, for then the rule of receptive silence was relaxed, 
and I could enjoy watching my townsmen disport themselves--and, 
better still, Santa Claus was due any minute. 

Suddenly I heard the bells. 

Whoa!" called a muffled voice from outside. "Whoa, there, 
whoa!" 

I wriggled around in my seat in happy anticipation, and sure 
_ enough, through the right-hand door burst the broad figure of St. 
Nick in his regulation costume. He called out "Merry Christmas" 
jovially to the assembled throng, who giggled responsively, and 
Santa strode up the aisle to the front of the church where he said 
a few words on the felicity of the occasion. 

Then he approached the tree and began the distribution of 
presents. As he called out a name, the recipient rose to collect; 
and Santa kept up a running fire of comments and personal remarks 
to amuse the crowd, drawing from his targets answering sallies. I 
yearned to know who Santa Claus might be--certainly he knew all 
the local celebrities well and their strengths and weaknesses! 
Mother wasn't sure but the rumor was that it was Parker Harmon, 
and looking around I could no longer find him in the back row. My 
name, so long awaited, was finally called, and I apologized my wae 
to the aisle and went up. With great self-control I yielded up the 
Flat oblong package unopened to Mother. (One year I remember it 
was a pencil box.) 

Mr. Abercrombie was helping Santa Claus by now to speed the 


distribution process along. Mr. Abercrombie's son and a helper 
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were passing out the oranges and gay boxes of candy. I copped an 
extra one. of each for Bill. 

Then it was all over. We rose and started out. It was a 
Slow process. Mother greeted and was greeted and lingered to 
chat a moment here and there, much to my disgust. Eager to be 
out of the crush, I kept on going. Passing through the vestibule 
I got a glimpse of Horace Hinman, the town's only Indian. He 
was full-blooded, a handsome fellow, very ruddy of Face, with 
strong features and tremendous chest. 

On the church steps I was glad to encounter Bill, restored 
to his ordinary estate. At last Mother came out in the tow of a 
townswoman and, prying her loose, we headed for the car. All 
the way home we chattered happily of the gala evening--and hoped 


we would not get stuck on any of our snowy hills. 
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Bill and I saved up our money to buy Christmas presents. 
Our resources were rather meager in the young years, and for 
the five people we each bought for we spent from ten to twenty- 
five cents apiece. My earliest commitments were to Mother, Dad 
and Bill, of course, and Grandma and Grandpa Arnold, my mother's 
parents. I remember one year I brightened Grandma's horizon 
with a tea strainer, Mother having mentioned in passing that her 
mother loved tea, which had ae Ne 25 anpobvlous#hiats 

We wrote out optimistic lists of our own desires, passing 
them around before putting them into the dining room stove--where 
they were supposed to fly up the chimney to Santa. Our parents, 
too, were expected to drop clues to their needs and desires. 
Mother often found her ink supply low and her pen points scratchy; 
Dad's pencils usually needed augmentation; he needed another can 
of Prince Albert pipe tobacco; or he discovered that his blotter 
supply was exhausted. 

One early year we were carried away with the idea of making 
some of our presents ourselves. Seeing a chance for carpentry 
which we both loved, and fired with enthusiasm, we thought this 
a splendid plan. Where most girls would have thought of knitting, 
I joined Bill in hammering and sawing out in the Shop. Bill 
built Mother a desk set which was truly superb. Made from a 
pair of wide boards, the two square feet of surface were covered 
with blotting paper; this was the writing part. At the top was 
provision for two bottles of ink, one red, one black, and a long 
depression for pencils and pens. Tacked on one side was a cluster 


of pen wipers. But the piéce de résistance was a button which, 
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whem pressed, lit a tiny.bulb at the top of the board... This, 
Bill Saiiduawas sonthat, Mother could write in the dark, It was 
attractively finished and painted for Bill was even then a good 
carpenter. 

Meanwhile, I who was about five, was making Dad a wooden 
box. That was all--just a wooden box. Perhaps, I thought, a 
eiraag) pox, for. his--his valuables. It had just four sides, a 
bottom and a lid which was to fasten with a little padlock. 
There were no tricks to it, no marvels. I wasn't capable of any. 
And what a sad object even this was! It should have been simple 
bommake, but. for me it was not. Every. one of the six boards hac 
its own dimensions, and the whole was slobbered over with white 
fenmi. generous blisters here and there. The lid fitted indif- 
ferently and the cover hinges were short-lived. A strong box, 
indeed! What Dad ever felt he could entrust to it, I cannot 
imagine--nor how he could achieve the necessary enthusiasm 
Christmas morning and not burst out laughing when he uncovered 
it. However, after receiving it graciously, he bravely kept it 
around in sight for a while on his dresser, during which time I 
could look upon my gift with mingled pride and revulsion. 

Bill and I were told that the best gift was one you your- 
El Gawouldulike sto have., It was om this basis that, the year 1! 
was perhaps six, I bought the gumdrops for Grandpa. Twenty-five 
cents purchased a half a pound of the luscious little jelly 
mounds. This was a week or so in advance of the day Mother was 
to send out the family package to her parents in Brooklyn. 

I kept my gifts all concealed in the closet in my room--we 


all had secret hiding places before Christmas, and snooping in 
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unfamiliar packages, wherever found, was strictly prohibited. 

Somehow I had those gumdrops on my conscience and used to 
visit them regularly to make sure that all went well. Were 
they still fresh? My, they looked good! Grandpa won't miss this 
little orange one. 

Came the day of wrapping up our grandparents' presents. To 
my horror and surprise, where a good two dozen had bloomed before, 
meeound only three lonely. gumdrops rattling about. in the bottom 
foomemuvag. « Were the mice...7 Surely I hadn't...? .I couldn't 
bevemm@eres lt was not that I loved Grandpa less but that I had 
loved the gumdrops more. The package to Brooklyn had to be left 
open until we reached town and a new supply of gumdrops purchased 
for Grandpa. 

oot Yaeyvedr ewe, LeCe  Vedna. page pboxmmtrom Sa. 5..)Pierce, ins Boston, 
the gift of Mr. Bazeley, Commissioner of Forestry, Dad's boss. 

It was always opened at once, the only gift this was permitted 
with, since a knowledge of the contents helped Mother plan her 
Christmas shopping. If it contained a plum pudding, as it usually 
did, she would not have to buy one for Christmas dinner. We joy- 
ously pulled out packages of sugared figs, ginger (beloved of 

my mother), Huntley and Palmer cookies, fresh dates, deluxe coffee 
and tea, preserves, olives, a jar of honey, and the inevitable 
pineapple-shaped cheese. 

On our last trip to town, usually the day before Christmas, 
we made several stops, delivering presents. For Mr. and Mrs. 
Blake in Blake's Hollow Mother left candy and oranges. Old Mrs. 
Blake was as hefty as her husband (who looked like Andrew Mellon) 


was spare. She had little to do and sat all day by a window 
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which commanded a good view of the road--"die Wacht am Rhein" as 
Dad called her. Going by in the car, we could see her unfailing 
form. 

Before her on the table stood the telephone, and the moment 
it emitted a peep, she seized it. Thus she kept in touch with 
ati that went on in’ the little world of our party line 156, and 
Maem oucside it. Her infallibility here, too, was undoubted. 
Periodically she called Mother to dispense the latest news and 
hoped to pick up something new to add to her repertory. She was 
one of the first news broadcasters. 

Undeniable proof of her ever-attentive telephone ear was 
once afforded us when Mother had occasion to impart some hitherto 
unpublished news to someone in Great Barrington. A little later, 
forgetful of her source, Mrs. Blake poured the story back into 
Beoner’'s irritated ear. Poor old soul. she did not have much 
Fun in life--and her meek husband, I fear, even less. We bought 
two pounds of butter a week from her, though Mother used it only 
Hoe COOKING. “One or two orf Mrs. Blake's long, dark hairs to a 
pound were a not infrequent addition, but Mother knew the Blakes 
could use the money. And Mother took Mrs. Blake to town with her 
about once every two weeks, as they had no car. 

On our pre-Christmas trip we also stopped at the Bill Bretts' 
and exchanged presents there, often getting a delicious plum pud- 
ding made by little Miriam's own English hands. This we saved 
for our New Year's Day dinner. 

If it had been summer we would probably have stopped at the 
Stannards' to leave the wash at their steam laundry. They did not 


do too good a business, being several miles from town, so Mother 
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made it a point to patronise them. And she liked the tiny little 
laundress and gave her frequent rides to town. Her husband, Perry, 
was a huge ox of a man but he seemed goodhearted and gentle except 
when ridiculed by the idle, cigar-store loafers, a sight which 
stirred me to impotent fury. Mother thought that he let his wife 
do most of the work, and we understood that he "drank," but little 
Mrs. Stannard seemed to have had her innings, too. Every year, the 
story went, she ran away to Florida with another man for the winter-- 
and every spring she came back to Perry, who received her meekly 
back. 

Halfway to town, we would stop at the Hankies' and leave 
candy, oranges and other fruit, as well as a parcel of worn but 
still whole and presentable clothing. We did not know them, but 
Simply put the packages near their mailbox by the roadside. The 
father of the large family of ten was a charcoal burner, and 
they all lived in a tiny shack of not more than two rooms. Nearby 
stood the skeleton of a larger house they had started to build 
years before and had not yet finished. 

As we drove slowly away, Bill and I watched out the back 
window and would see a pack of ragged children stream eagerly 
down to the mailbox. Poor little tykes! When Mother wanted to 
shame us into improvement in manners and dress she would say, 

"Do you want to be like the Hankies?" The name somehow seemed 
to fit the unfortunate group. 

Our Christmases were ruled by an important and unswerving 
Potuaieute ser es UL titualSa bill, especialy, was determined 
that everything should go according to our family Hoyle. 

The afternoon of December 24th, we went after the tree. 


We always hoped for a white Christmas, and the chances are good 
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in the Berkshires. We usually had a salting over of white on the 
dark brown fields at least--usually more--and the more snow the 
better. Since winter must come, we all felt, let's have it so we 
Can enjoy winter sports. 

Dad, Bill and I went forth with a saw down the Monterey Road 
to the plantation of spruce in the old orchard a-third of a mile 
away. Here an especially shapely specimen of appropriate height 
was selected, cut down and carried home in triumph. Bill prepared 
a Base on which it could stand firm to perform its great office. 
Then it was set up, and Bill and I set about decorating the dining 
room where it stood. 

With green and red streamers crisscrossing the ceiling, wreaths 
at the outside door and windows, and a red accordion bell at each 
door, the room became truly alive with the Christmas spirit. Only 
Dad, who had to duck under the streamers at every trip through, 

Was less than happy about it all. 

Our presents had probably been wrapped for several days. Be- 
fore we went to bed (and we retired early on Christmas Eve), we all 
gathered in the dining room for our stocking-hanging service, each 
with his stocking and thumbtack ready. Instead of the non-exis- 
tent fireplace, the dining room stove was our focal point. While 
we still believed in him, we wondered how Santa negotiated the 
stove without getting burnt to a crisp in the fire, but our par- 
ents assured us that so miraculous a person could manage all 
right. 

SOCn su Tenember wnen t lost. faith in St. Nick. .Dad men= 


tioned, after our faith faded, that as a boy believer he had 
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always been puzzled by the fact that, while Santa allegedly was 
responsible for his gifts, he had to thank some relative for 
each of them--Aunt Carrie, Grandma, etc. To further the illu- 
Sion for us, Mother and Dad marked some of their presents "from 
Santa Claus" but the handwriting always looked familiar. 

Dad's Christmas stocking was the rather tired orange sock 
given him by Mother in Switzerland before they were married; it 
had no mate, being a hanging stocking only. Bill and I supressed 
Our impulse to hang the longest footwear we could find and put up 
knee-length wool socks. Only Mother hung. a full length stocking, 
and she needed it. 

Remarks were usually passed about making a hole in our stock- 
ing toe and putting a bushel basket beneath. Then all the stock- 
ings were hung, and we sat down to hear Dad or perhaps Mother 
read aloud "The Night Before Christmas." It was delivered with 
meen spirit; at the line "The stockings were hung by the chimney 
with care," we all eyed them joyously and exchanged grins of 
Satisfaction. The line about Santa's "little round belly, which 
shook when he laughed like a bowlful of jelly" never failed to 
evoke chuckles from us. And the reader took pains to fade his 
voice away on the final “Merry Christmas to all--and to all a 
good night!" This put us in the mood, if by any chance ‘we were 
not already there. 

Then Bill and I were given a clear field: first I and then 
Bill (youth being all-important here) put around our small of- 
ferings. And so, eagerly, to bed. 

Our parents then became active, decorating the tree and 


bearing presents from their concealment to the dining room. wWe 


Oey ny rl 
; tf i His 
P oh i [ ‘iN ne m 


iil finite 
; i re 18 asi eke whe, 7 ay be 4 mot ye 


ah a h any fags 6) ¥ 
maa ' Ma ry : ] [ be 7 4 ui ea me BY e fh ia Ha . ai : ats ew) 
wane % aA A i ' tj . © 


Rom Mie ha TD: og Saat, 
Nt , , y : WAY i f 

wey YN Wie 9 the ANA ic oh ‘ ' ‘ Sul, 
oR ER re aS ei WViniedie soc hciaian 4 


ik \ sais BY 


; o's 


et ny Wea a ee Ge ge paige bit ik 0. meee 


4 f i} ‘ Ys " 7 
sty Wey rh j ’ Yel i} ‘ i ‘ F * hie ey aT 
Hh) ean Re (Mecano ei haee trea es ai a ne 3 wit me Vd me Fey a 


i 


A NEC RR IR REE! ey. © IU iat ol wih donevint SP ee. peo er 


ee Bs i a o Mh be iit ee " Ct ee 4 Tia eis i i wal? * + ay ei | bg Dian » of 7 


; ina Ve ry = a 
} ag a 7 & > rw us ad ‘ Md » ’ wa D ‘y Li Pil : 4 \ 7 

Ta LO 0) ces) Ye tn a ‘ te 4071 3 \! aes uM ey wi 4 4 *) oe a d a ; ss re a va 

_ ] : y 4 i iy, al 
DAs hee rit Segre ane ty | 

r slats , ‘ jb 
y " } | ni f ig 
eu eA fe SE ee aos, 4 wae? wi Pal aa. atk eee 


ee, ob Sins ae Pe heath ARV WR tite: eM a Reb ah: “a aw » 
an , | 
Tie Tees AR ies cinale ‘ean! “ eee 4 nf re SeQrk ee PALM aay pas ig rT 
ry. ah a aly | 3 an tee : 

elie ints) tae Na CPT nein, ont inh wT weeds RG Ney PRC 
TaTIY eR ty iy Me Ma wate ah A ) | vu 
doin chang) tai A Op (hoc yal wants geve f fe gy bestia He 

vai ow): ee ee : iii 

i $a hy oe ae hen ‘ yi wiv he ay h " , fy if ‘a i Nie 5 wid 7 3" I ; * rit ae TG Z 74. ye a7 ie 


ii uM f | " 


| y di, nae tn x 7 ; 7. s i* 2 
ook SCAN Mi ta ih Sao ane Meitgared st Cte nee 


shin vans a nahi pssone PU, bdah POL paar nao 
HEA Mie IR Sc i tae ee a | ae 
psa Alot 2 . a aun $n: nin ita, ‘ney Lied wag , eh: 


o he 
y ah AN i; A ‘ali ns hid ie wy uh fg etait tia! at Ze 
babar \ Ait) hi i ie hie mee 
MAMMA DEY shee Vk ou ty 10 Aga LY ale ey iy ae 
j t ‘ 4 ie p pi as ‘ Ws y a in | ; y J i id 7 ne ) ie F M veut Vowmnas, Sng 
TaD: Pap a LS au ni Hb ripe 


Ath aw 0) 


‘a H | a ay 
| i] 


y $) ie a 


a ay by fi 


we 


346 


listened with satisfaction to their passing back and forth many 
times. We tried to guess what we would find awaiting us the next 
day--then we tried not tothink of it, as we lay a long sleepless 
time in the dark, in our separate rooms, eyes clamped tightly but 
ineffectually shut. We exhausted one by one our pet theories for 
luring slumber. Finally, somehow, we fell asleep. 

Of course we were up early the next morning. Dressing with 
speed and some regard for spruceness, and making my bed while it 
was still warm, I joined Bill and hurried down to halt before the 
Closed dining room door. 

"Good morning," we'd call cheerily to announce our arrival 
and Mother would come with blindfolds in her hand and a Merry 
Christmas kiss and, binding our eyes, would lead us through the 
sacred precincts of the dining room. How I helped with breakfast! 
Bill did his chores before breakfast and wood appeared in all the 


woodboxes like magic. 
Breakfast was a joyous affair--we were all in the high spirits 


of anticipation. The dishes were, as Mother often put it, "whisked 
up." Dad was shaving assiduously. Bill and I sped down for the 
milk. Though we hated the length of time required for this chore 
on Christmas Day, we carried packages for the George Bretts and 
enjoyed the noisy exchange of Merry Christmases. From them we 
received presents, among other things a luscious loaf of homemade 
bread and cookies, ostensibly for Mother but to be enjoyed by us 
all. And we sped home on wings. 

At nine o'clock at the latest, we were all ready and gathered 
before the closed dining room door. We lined up in order of age, 


littlest first, to my delight. Then at a word, the door was thrown 
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open and I led the marching procession into the Christmas room. 
Once sure of promising bulges in our own stockings which over- 
flowed upon the place beneath, we looked about with glee over 
the whole festive scene. The tree looked lovely! 

Each of us stopped in front of his or her stocking and we 
began to open the presents, beginning with the smallest and 
taking turns. For a few years this privilege fell to me, and 
alt others watched while I untied my first gift, and it was duly 
examined and admired by all. If it was a present from Grandpa 
Or Aunt Carrie, it was appreciated and laid aside. If from 
fopne rer Oad por Bills ~I sranstotkissethelgiver; in addition*to'ex- 
pressing my delight with added verve. 

Then Bill had his turn--and Mother and Dad, all of us taking 
time out to comment and enthuse over the others' treasures, 
though I remember feeling some impatience over too much delay. 

Thus we extended the time it took to open our presents and 
usually after ten or so an intermission was called while Mother 
stveppediout to the kitchen to®stuff and’put the turkey in the 
oven. The room by then was littered with gay wrappings, ribbons 
and gifts, and we took stock of our new acquisitions. When 
Mother returned, we continued our gift-opening with renewed enthu- 
Siasm. 

What is more exciting than pulling forth from your Christmas 
stocking a beribboned package of intriguing shape--when you are 
a child? Only one thing is better--watching someone undo one of 
your presents. You recognize it by its shape and poor wrapping, 
and your heart bounds as you go over to watch every reaction. The 
look of glad incredulity and cry of pleasure go to your heart. It 


was wonderful the feeling which Mother put into the welcome of a 


hid 


; Ri is Pry oa 

Bot i. ? om | 

ay «ans a <A ain 
¥e ‘ a 


J wi 4% Ma x 4 4 bie ie hao ti " hale ie. 


aN eae avn PE in ty give We ten #f ini ‘bow 


Ky 
i 


- 


Jil ile i iy a4 ei 
“pee Sears. ye CY dw) Ondine pease per wee ‘os a0 
RY |g SR dt cat ‘ ial un) ¥. - “ys iy i oe sues ot ° es . etry. i pala 
Wi ct alia gh ran here yi atta toe bre wartad ov Teh p~ ar 
, a. ra na Ws f \ 1 i i 
reheat p. mine ca. a he a: wes Th 1 oper. | ‘<l trey tain bie 9 “5 oboe , 


eg aa oN hee eee We dae ate fae TE eee! trupa"s » 


: | yi : c ey 
see O0 be IR A OPA Kl elt rie OF fee t . 2£0ER th DEG coon 
ne 

| Ov ON) DeRie hw: dtp feb le) | 
rt ote. elk Pee ae et ite Oho Fite sue ete beet 128 viene, i 
‘ fs ‘ iP ‘ ie : / j 1 : 
yee tc EUR SS errant ie Gat eit GaAs Sie: Sree a2 ten, Ma 
i i” ¢ f ; ny ‘Pr 
,~y , i hy cw f i ie ' p T i 
S| OLIN CE MNCL PRL sme nui daw? Yermenen 7 i 
de it Wt a 
Cites BP hens i) Mee qeitio Ot EN a) a elo oa Oe SASS Ke me nud ; oe 
=! il] ’ | £ A 7 x 


y : uy, 
TR ead) i ', see Np ile nie Lerten! ye Oe. ta twas Der he shin ma 
Se oe 


ne 


sy srl ieee aan bine ae Hod ayetasty any tat Pye omni 


hth omg: ys ran gak i nse 
’ ub) 


ae BuOY 9 % bee 9 ® 7 


| We RA Ff A Toe at 
BOI e: Yap fn” Wien my Rw tip aa stKe ij 
o ; gh Ay ‘ ie rea ian”: Pi ' it p i 


1 


Pe aL Se ia wat? e4 


i ‘ ; . i eo , 
fel) ead bairidiny at bial jimiry te wads 
’ { a) ' . 
i ae 
nome 4 

y | ne * ey Shs : 

Aa i 2, wr. } ae 
mit \ oiiag 

he Vi Ve 4) iat a 

) | 


‘ ne ay " bd 


348 
dozen clothespins--or Dad's enthusiasm for three Robert Burns 
Cigars! The letdown came when the last of my presents to the 
Family had been opened, and was almost greater than that experi- 
enced at the end of my own unwrapping; oddly enough, there seems 
to be some truth in the idea that it is more fun to give than to 
receive. 

When we came to the bottom of our stockings, the tangerine 
was always drawn out with happy surprise. Without fail, we 
received every year, beside tangible gifts, two wonderful little 
scraps of paper--checks from our generous Aunts Emma and Carrie. 

Finally the long series of presents came to an end--Mother 
having to take two at a time toward the last, so popular was she, 
receiving from some sources the TESteoOTeUs did Tot share 

By then it was after eleven thirty and Mother went out to 
the kitchen to look after the preparations for the big dinner, 
the next important event of the day to which we now looked forward. 

In later years, when our ranks were joined by first one and 
then two small boys, our ritual was altered a little. After 
hanging our stockings all, a bundle of hay previously prepared 
and tied up with red ribbon was put behind the stove for the 
reindeer, together with a basin of water, and some graham crackers 
for Santa Claus. 

(And the younger generation rejoiced in another refinement 
we had not heard about. From Cousin Bill's boys who were of 
Similar ages, Gordon and Shelton learned that when you lose a 
baby tooth, if you leave it under your pillow at night, God will 
take it away and give you a nickel. So they worked this, appar- 


ently to the satisfaction of all parties. What God did with the 
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teeth was never clear, but He paid cash.) 

Bill and I, now grown up to greater participation, took on 
the work of decorating the tree. In the morning it was Bill and 
I who did the blindfolding and guiding of the younger ones in the 
pre-breakfast trip to the kitchen. More blasé we both were then-- 
the first misty magic having fled from our own Christmas feeling, 
but we found it again in their unspoiled rapture. What is 
Christmas without big shining eyes in small faces? 

When we came to march in, it was Dood and then finally Shelt 
who joyously led the procession. Once sure of their stockings' 
Fullness, they both looked behind the stove to find only a few 
wisps of hay and the ribbon beside the almost empty water dish. 
Santa, too, was always hungry and left no more than a few crumbs 
behind. The opening process took longer with six of us, nites 
was all to the good, and with more willing hands to do the chores 
it began earlier; and their young presences added greatly to the 
festive scene. 

While the younger pair attended the local grammar school, 
guite a little time was spent on handicraft endeavors, and they 
were able to give quite presentable gifts at Christmas. I 
remember Mother was once the recipient of a handsome porcine 
breadboard from Shelt. The plump little pig's curly tail was 
both a handle and hanger. I myself once received a full-rigged 
ship achieved by pyrography on a wooden plaque, which was TERRE 
handiwork. The vessel ploughed nobly through congealed salt 
waves and on the back was burnt both our names with the inspiring 
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While dinner was being prepared we played with our new toys. 
Nearly always there was some big treasure we had especially hoped 
for--from Dad and Mother; a new sled, a pair of skis or skates, a 
Dait-casting rod. Even if we could not use them right away, we 
caressed them and eyed them tenderly and often. 

I remember a miniature cooking range that I received one early 
year. It ran on alcohol, however, and was considered to be a bit 
BoOeGdangerous for me to.play with much except cold. One year one 
of us received a game called Ring-Toss. A board hung on the wall 
with nine hooks valued from one to nine points. Using Mason jar 
fumpvecs as rings, we tossed. for.the highest. score. 

The only hint of gloom in all the gladness of Christmas was 
the Damoclesian sword of thank-you notes. These are the letters 
fee cemovyechildren's.souis...(l. love the story of, the. little girl 
who was composing such an epistle to her grandmother--"I've always 
wanted a pincushion," she wrote, "but not very much.") 

Such sentiments were not expressed even if felt, and we 
struggled and perspired over our grateful phrases. A first draft 
was submitted for Mother's approval before we laboriously copied 
bur effort in, ank.with.as few blots as. possible. ._But these came 
later and, on The Day we banished the thoughtof them as quickly 
as it came and wallowed in our many new treasures. 

Mother, too kind to call me from my games to help her pre- 
pare the big meal, finally announced the dinner was ready. If 
the table were cleared in the dining room and widened with its 
leaf, the festive board could be set, she said. This galvanized 
us into action. Presents were set aside, papers and ribbons 


swept into baskets or stove. The big white linen tablecloth 
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spread, we laid snappers at each place and little baskets of nuts. 
With help made efficient by enthusiasm, Mother soon had the dinner 
on in steaming dishes of mashed potatoes (with a yellow pool of 
melted butter on the hot billows), vegetables and gravy boat with 
bluebirds (an earlier Christmas present to Mother from Bill). Dad 
was summoned and began whetting his carving weapon as Mother bore 
in, the sizzling bird. We all cheered and shook out our napkins. 
Mother was seated and Dad began to carve. 

What a meal! What a delicious and unmitigated guzzling there 
was. We packed away heroic quantities of everything, including 
the hot plum pudding and hard sauce. Old Man Pneumonia may indeed 
Nave been hovering near as Dad proclaimed, but he stayed away, 
perhaps alarmed by Dad's vigilance. 

When we lay back in oqur chairs, stuffed =o the eyebrows, while 
our elders had their coffee, and we managed to pop ina nut or two, 
it was time to pull our snappers. Now we all had paper hats, for- 
tunes, and favors. Fortunes were read aloud, approved or derided, 
hats admired, and favors swapped in accordance with sex and incli- 
mation, Mother and I getting all the dolls and wedding rings. 
Finally we staggered from the table just able to negotiate to the 
nearest chair or couch. 

Poe Lei Sean sditi-ciamax) on Christmas afternoon.’ The beste has 
been and there is nothing left to anticipate. We are satiated 
with food and pleasure of all kinds--our outlook is jaundiced, our 
nerves jaded, our dispositions uncertain. 

True, there are toys and games, and we play with them with 
some show of vigor, but there is nevertheless a gloom upon us. 
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skiing or coasting possible, a rather unusual state of affairs, 


a) we can still work off energy on the football. And this helps. 
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CHAPTER 28 


WINTER SPORTS 


There is a lot to be said for winter when it comes in bringing 
mancen sports... uWhatsifviteis blustery and bitter? As long as 
plenty of snow comes, there is rich compensation. 

Actually, the arrival of cold weather changed the inner com- 
plexion of our house as much as the outer one. banky insthestarl ; 
the auxiliary stove returned to the kitchen to help the range heat 
the big room. Its pipe popped out a pane in the south window. 
Stoves also reappeared in the dining room and Dad's room, and with 
them came their servitors, the wood boxes. Wood became an all-impor- 
tant quantity. It was hard, as Mother Said, to have the house look 
human in winter--or, perhaps, less human--and fit for outside soci- 
ety. But we had few guests then and comfort during a New England 
winter is the prime consideration. The dining room alcove table 
became solid with pots containing many of Dad's choicest and 
Frailest plants. I think he needed this indoor gardening operation 
to survive an otherwise flowerless six months. 

With the appearance of snow, the scene changed even more. Warm 
Clothes came out of hiding in mothballs, and the winter clothes rack 
of hooks came in by the uaa room door. Mother did her best to 
cook amid a welter of hats, scarves and mittens tossed up on the 
top of the range; drying boots, leggings, coats and pants spread 
out on chairs frequently hugged the dining room fire. In the 
throes of this winter garment confusion, a lot of time was spent 


looking for one's possessions. Shelt would wander Sadly about, 
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PG. Leb eenomestoutdoor clothes, trying tonfindthisrother mitven; 
Bead would be minus aboot. » Bill .could ;notslocate his mackinaw. I 
Seeesure i had leftemy scarf "right onthe back of this chair.” We 
all came to Mother with our troubles. 

"Mother, where is my red helmet?" 

"Where are my brown trousers, Mother?" 

"Where is my clean underwear?" 

Dad finally decided what we each ought to have was a "Where- 
is-my" corner. Preferably a bin into which everything belonging 
to each member of the family could be chucked. Then, instead of 
huGhing to Mother with shrieks’of "Where is my?" we. could take the 
small rake to be provided and paw through our bin until the missing 
object came to light. 

This was the time of year when brooms stood just outside both 
front doors, and we swept ourself and each other off before making 
Our entrance. The living room porch after the advent of snow be- 
came gloriously stacked with sleds, several pairs of skis, and 
miscellaneous ski poles--all leaning against the side of the house. 

During souTavetry Tirst winter atethe Forest, Dad .taught us sto 
read the daily headlines in the snow. It was fun to take a walk 
after a storm and find out the news of our animal neighbors. We 
soon came to recognize the "Y" or lobster-shaped track of rabbits, 
the two front marks made by their bigger hind feet. The large 
rabbit tracks were laid down.by great northern white hares, or 
snowshoe rabbits--when frightened, they fled away like the rabbit 
ghosts they resembled. 

Similar in outline, but smaller and showing the marks of their 


longer toenails, were squirrel tracks. The little succession of 
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tridents were the footprints of grouse. 

Very frequent were the dainty cloven hoofmarks of deer, and in 
deep snow we could see the additional lighter impression of the 
hock just back of the hoof. Sometimes we came across the neat, 
round tracks of a fox, each foot set squarely before the other and 
equidistant, so that every step looked like a large bead on a 
necklace. Rarely, we saw the larger, similarly well-set-down track 
of a wildcat. Then there were the tiny trails of mice which seemed 
to have been made by some leaking vessel dripping on the snow. Henry 
David Thoreau vividly describes these tracks, calling them "The fine 
print, the small type of the meadow mouse." More rare, as they Ree 
bernate in winter, were the cute, human tracks of a raccoon, looking 
as if made by a baby's hand. 

Occasionally we came across a whole article telling the story 
of a woodland tragedy. A fox track meeting with that of a rabbit, 
an area churned up with patches of fur and perhaps drops of blood. 
Or again, just a feather or two where an owl had done his swift 
and deadly work. Once, near a squirrel track, we found the impress 
of an owl or hawk's extended wing in the snow, and a dent where his 
Swooping body had plunged in. Apparently he missed as there was no 
Sign of a struggle, but the attempted kill was fully legible. 

As soon as the thermometer indicated that the Lodge Pool was 
well-iced over (around the middle of December), Dad, Bill and I 
would unearth three hockey sticks from amid the camping and coast- 
ing equipment in the Sport Room, toss our skates over our shoulders, 
pick up an ice chisel from the Shop, and head up the Lodge Road, 

Bob joyously frisking ahead. If there was snow to contend with, a 


couple of brooms also went along. 
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The Lodge Pool was lovely and still more lonely in its winter 
coat of ice. By cutting a hole just offshore, we ascertained the 
ice's thickness. Anything over three inches was save} <and@asmiong 
as no unusual weather conditions (snow and rain, followed by freez- 
ing) had rendered it bumpy, we were donning our shoe skates. Any 
light snow was swept away and the three of us soon circulated hap- 
pily about, recovering the use of our ankles. 

It was always a delight to rediscover skating. We found we 
had forgotten how splendid it was; we had put wings on our feet. 
As our first uncertainty fled, we sped ever faster ina large 
elipse about the Pool, our blades Flashing. We pirouetted, 
Stopped short with quick turns of foot, scamperedtandrqlidediw 1 
watched Dad's graceful form slip effortlessly along. Soon he was 
Skating backward, with an ease I deeply envied but could not achieve. 
It seemed as simple for him to go in reverse as forward--and Bill 
was no slouch, either. But my backward efforts were backward in- 
deed. At best I could only scull--with much posterior wiggle and 
little mileage. So I soon fixed on the glorious sensation of for- 
ward skating, gliding and swooping as the spirit listed, lost in 
the ineffable experience of becoming harmonious motion; I felt 
as if I were poetry made manifest, and was rhyming my steps with 
the Universe at last. 

For some time we would just enjoy this rich estate; almost 
birds we were. Then we would decide it was time to play hockey. 
Sometimes we had a professional hard-rubber puck--more often it 
had been homemade by sawing a slice off a round piece of wood. 
Before we had been equipped with hockey sticks, we made these, 


too, using alder saplings along the bank. 
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Then we set up goals at each end of the Pool, a pair of 
sticks laid on the ice some six or eight feet apart. The puck was 
thrown down--Bill and I against Dad. They squared off, knocked 
the ice and each other's sticks three times apiece, and the battle 
was on. If the puck came my way as it often did, I rushed up and 
whanged wildly at it. As often as not, especiallysinetheysarly 
days, I tripped and measured my length on the ice, holding my 
head as a flurry of skates and hockey sticks passed over me. Some- 
times, if lucky, I fell on the puck and had a chance to hit it in 
rising. Ice hockey is a fast game even as we Dlayed it, and we 
clattered from one end of the Pool to the Ounern,iskatesaclicking, 
hockey sticks beating a tattoo on the ieenewand criesuaf-batike 
arising from panting players. And every so often a dull thud as 
Patel) . 

soon we all swooped gasping to the shore and relaxed for a 
wnale.. "Boy, it's warm play." 

Later on, Dood and then Shelt shared these winter carnivals, 
and even before they could skate, each had his stick and, afoot, 
goiged fiercely in the»fracasi, Like+me; they made excellent 
goalies and could be relied on to fall down before the goal posts 
almost every time. It was a lot tougher to lift the puck over 
their prostrate bodies than to slide it between their legs. What 
marvelous resilience there is in children that they can fall down 
hard any number of times, often going at full speed, and break no 
bones nor crack a skull--but rise again, undismayed, to do battle. 

Almost more strenuous than hockey was "keepaway" which we oc- 
Ccasionally played. Dad and I started by keeping the puck away 


from Bill. Bill was fast and soon, by my ineptitude, he gained 


or 
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Possession. Oh, misery then for me! What a struggle it was to 
Snatch the much desired but perverse little piece of wood from 
such capable opponents. What long arms Dad had. He could come up 
behind and snake the chip from just beyond my frantically swiping 
Stick. I probably fell every five minutes. Again we wound up 
puffing on the shore, our skated feet stuck out onto the ice. 

After an hour and a half, Dad would decide he had had enough 
and, if still unsatiated, Bill and I would stay on alone, or with 
tne Kids. I bin inet one afternoon Bill and I lingered on and on 
until darkness finally compelled us to Guit. Bisionad inventedua 
fascinating game called "Kiss-'em-Puck” which held us as long as 
we could see. We each had a puck and tried to hit the opponent's 
wood with our own. When this was accomplished, the game was over. 
Sometimes I rushed up to snag my puck away just in time before 
Bill's advancing sharpshooter shot. Sometimes, in desperation, 

I hurled my stick and, if that failed, myself betwixt my puck 
Seoroill’ss >It soon had*to be ruled illegal to pick up the puck; 
even sitting on it was bad form. As soon as one game was over, 
we began another and went on to about 32-8 in favor of Bill when 
night shut out further contests. 

What a pedestrian feeling it was to find ourselves back in 
boots! Walking was a clodhopper condition after we had sped about 
So long as disciples of Mercury. Before we had finished walking 
home through the frosty dark, the stars had come out in thick 
Clusters--and we were weary and starved. With what enthusiasm one 
eats and sleeps after such exertions! How could one fail to be 
healthy with such a life? 


With the first real fall of snow, Bill and I were out with our 
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SRieuvOuuryeic.) And if it was good Dad: would join us. (Inothe 
earliest years Mother, too, was a skier and romped in the snow with 
the best of us. She used to wear a pair of brown breeches for the 
exercise, though I cannot recall ever seeing her in trousers on 

any other occasion. But in the early months of 1924, when Dood 

was beginning to loom, she gave up skiing, and I do not believe she 
Beyer took it up again. 

maece ere lots of snapshots depicting our skiing activities 
and many of these bear witness to Mother's pursuit of the sport. 
There are many of Bill and me en route down hills, and nearly al- 
ways we have our arms out straight on either side like traffic cops, 
the better to balance with. In most we look quite unsteady. Mother 
also skied this way apparently. Dad always seemed to be the photo- 
grapher and never had himself recorded, but in this, as in most 
things, he was good. 

We skied on the Back Meadow, the Big Hill, the two Lodge Hills, 
Dick's Meadow, and the Piggery Hill. These last two were best of 
all for being the steepest; but they were both fraught with peril 
as there was nowhere to taper off our speed. In Dick's Meadow 
there was no place to stop before we came to the Meadow Brook, and 
on the Piggery we could only speed in among unkind shrubbery and 
into a wire fence. Not‘being up to the quick-step technique of 
real skiers, we usually stopped by sitting, but the necessity for 
this anticlimax took the edge off the trip down. 

Skiing is a wonderful sport, like skating, but even more so. 
Skis are a form of wings, and swooping down a long hill on deep 
dry snow with the wind in your ears and the landscape flowing by 


is a never-to-be-forgotten experience. 
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My own early skiing endeavors were Known to the family as the 
"Whee-grunt-damn" days. These must have been when I was five or six. 
Serer sStoodin my Skis, at ithe’ top of a hill, eager and palpitating. 
I gave two or three quick slides foward and was off. Whee-ee-ee, how 
fast I was going! Then came the grunt as I sat down with a thud in 
the snow, probably not twenty-five feet from the top. "Damn!" was 
the expression of irritation as I collected my skis and struggled 
to my feet. 

Dad never. really cussed. "Goll-ram-it" or "Dodgast it" or 
"Dang it all" are about the worst language I can recall from him. 

But Mother, in extreme annoyance, was capable of a "damn" or “damna- 
Cig es Ginas last I always pictured as “damn nation" and used to 
wonder why she was cussing out the country.) But probably I got my 
profanity from Bill who was rather fond of vigorous forms of expres- 
Sion. 

Once back on my feet, I started optimistically on again--and 
the identical performance was repeated. "Whee-ee-ee! Ugh!! Damn!!!" 
twenty feet further down. It took me three or four such sequences 
to reach the bottom. The whole hillside became pock-marked with 
emt avic.) “Grater-cvi Billicalied me. (reeling myselfiyfalling I 
usually played safe and sat, Teen ae round dents in the snow. Thus 
I was asked by Dad and Bill to refrain from trying out every good 
course they made, lest all become pock-marked and difficult to run. 

Folks then did not go in for the elaborate ski equipment now 
so much sported by enthusiasts. We occasionally fastened our skis 
on with thongs tied around the ankle but harnesses were unknown to 


us. Usually we just stuck our boot-toe under the strap and let it 
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go at that. While it increased the elusiveness of our skis (I 
have gone hopping the entire bengthsofwa hillewinapunsuit Of ope 
escaped ski) it was somewhat less hazardous, for we could easily 
kick them off, and in a really violent fall were likely to be 
thrown free of them or they of us. 

The Piggery Hill had the real skiing, for in those years the 
snow always seemed splendidly deep, and when I became fairly good 
I could fly down the steep incline and get to the bottom without 
mishap, saving my fall for the fence. Dad sought to teach us the 
Proper bent-knee, upright-crouch position and the kick-turn. ali 
years when we turned around our tracks, sticking out like spokes on 
half a wheel, gave clear evidence that we had not mastered the 
kick-turn. 

One winter, around 1925, we really had snow. The chasm of 
the Big Hill, with its high banks, was entirely leveled over with 
snow, containing drifts as deep as twelve feet in places. It was 
glorious for us kids, and thanks to our stocking-up policy we had 
plenty to eat. At best our road was one of the last to be plowed 
out, being so far from town and sparsely inhabited, but this time 
we must have been snowed in for two or three weeks. And the Dlow 
crew, when they finally came, had a terrific shoveling job before 
getting through. 

Bill and I skied on the high drifts, tunneled in it, and 
wallowed in its rich abundance. New England winters sometimes 
seem to have become effete since then, and you are lucky to get 
snow enough to ski at all. 

The pairs of skis standing against the house on the porch went 


Upylike stepsjin height. The shortest, «some. five, feet in length, 
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were made of pine. This pair was the first to be worn by the 
beginning skier. Pine skis are so slow, it seems you could go 
down a perpendicular with some leisure, and thus they are good to 
give the feeling of skis under you, but not much else. Next came 
Seiair of worn maple skis, some six feet in length. I lived with 
these for years. They were quite fast and negotiable. Then came 
Bill's skis, some seven and a half feet, and also of maple, fast 
and serviceable. Dad's were nine feet long, made of hickory and 
very fleet. And there was one of nine-foot ash, the remnant, I 
trie ot Mother's pair. 

Several winters Bill and I built a little ski jump on the lawn. 
About half way down, we set a wooden box, bottom up in a slight ex- 
cavation, and shovelled on snow to cover the top and taper from the 
sides. A ski track from the top of the lawn was carefully made onto 
the jump, and we spent much time and effort lugging Dad's watering 
pot full of water and sprinkling down our jump and the approach to it. 
Mother did not warm up to this activity too much, nor can I blame 
her. Our recurring presence at the kitchen sink filling the pot 
was a nuisance, as were the tracking in of snow, the dripping of 
water on the floor, and the chilling of the kitchen from the end- 
lessly opening door. 

This watered snow was supposed to freeze to a slippery glaze 
down which we could speed to effect spirited jumps. Sometimes the 
first part came to pass, but our jumps were uncertain. The lawn 
was too short and the slope insufficient. We did, however, ski 
down the track making some kind of a jump as we went over the box. 
And we were delighted if we kept our balance and could go on our way 


rejoicing to the bottom. Actually the jump was only a foot or so 
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and, without any attempt at jumping, we should have been able to 
Survive it without mishap. But it was fun building it, and we felt 
ourselves budding champions. Dood it was who really became the family 
skier. Years later while at Berkshire School he became- quite profi- 
Geene, even to the dizzying point of jumping 35 or 40’ feet onthe big 
jump there. To my mind it takes courage to go down the high course 
with the big drop that lies in wait at the end. Going down that 

First time would seem to be almost too frightening to accomplish. 

We had one pair of snowshoes, and occasionally one of us would 
don them and shuffle about. Mother enjoyed taking a walk on them 
sometimes while the rest of us travelled on skis. There is not much 
thrill to snowshoes--just the joy of moving easily on top of the snow 
where you would otherwise flounder; but skis do this for you, too. 
And one can get almost as tangled and crossed up on snowshoes as on 
Skis. However, they are a lot easier to get up a hill on--that I 
concede. 

Occasionally when the lawn became icy from thawing and freezing, 
we would feel justified in using "creepers" in order to bring in the 
wood and accomplish other chores. Otherwise, we considered them 
Sissyish, a contraption for city folks and old women. These were 
spiked plates that strapped on our heels, and helped us keep our 
Feet, though they were not gloriously efficient, often loosening and 
riding up on our ankles. 

Of course, during these winters we made the usual complement of 
snowmen; and built the requisite number of forts. This was fun. I 


would crouch happily in the snug lee of my walls while missiles flew 


overhead and shattered harmlessly against my stout defenses. Beside 


Lengel ‘hide the Lea he it ‘pe. v2 ie me oy pee a ’ 
ee it: wpa Ae poh ‘ba ante bi “aacdnate iy rendu aa vei 

oii Ron, er “eiyan! ht Cleat oat oni Me outduen rte inh aia 
% fy A sa yh m4 a 
ty cs Ay haan ‘bined aio a evi ‘eae wind soni mn hig 3 iar’ ae 


if j 


feat aki wh Dish tiene eat ne | tne wk auld Am avi 408 


nea mae wilt “ni Eee ” ni te wei you Mo th iis 


Prine. 


4 tf Git deni yen beat’ wibay pest Sailnet! a ot nea ‘iL diy 


{ 7} 
at h4 ? 


fT cantina M0 ina Minter | Pers. tree ipabihocny. Me athe} ong hit “ 
ev PE Poe Hl hil erdanly mevarie “vert ay ‘thpite ' whvPurle, wie mild 
bith ST era a" aye ! atv ao bel lev Ory ay ya) ee + aay, etitey. con 
Ne aE GO ele pe yiTnar ped vein WW vad and 2 abel, ~ oe ate tae my 7 it 
reed ae ON if of, J ibutit Gy BS ME tou henboust ayy kik aor Ne pte, | 
Mi a eweitbliaina We Hi wingenrae eee mil dima +e) “PRS & tat wie e 
ve eer +34} (ot ed wee, a ate qinly we reine a 


ih we i ‘ oH ' i ; ‘ 7. : Mai iting 


gine senile Ce ‘ate ra a ier, ray, rund wns, aoew ‘eLipaodennad 
Ohh Ae Bake: Oe hy nl ne vad rit Ly pia? bey g Ape) oly 
Ww i ng ame banned . an ayrtic 7 Ha eal nat 
se vay ) 


y oh . nea tas 


i Ears 


| ie le pa eis tw evinia so 
A ae nl nou ra 
ate ; aoe : pate 


POP Re tts 


ee 
aie Uh ee, ah A oe 


ee Ss 


U oe 
ass a ite) rat 
Pia’ 


Dirk ae PARR Ct) iN 
ot ee aN ie we an Ma 4 7 cerH bs . oe on on 


) 
A 


tal rhe: Biss: wy ay Np 
as ‘hh Ke nae they, iF np 


wee ty i hoe 


364 


me, on a snow shelf, lay a reassuring array of snowballs, all neatly 
rounded and ready. There were peepholes in the front wall and sides 
through which I could keep track of the enemy lest he rush out loaded 
with ammunition and rain it down upon me. Occasionally I rose up 
cautiously and hurled a few snowballs toward his fort, some twenty 
Feet away, to give proof of my warlike might--and this usually called 
Forth an answering sally. 

When either of us found his supply of weapons exhausted, he 
sued for peace watt) some more could be put together. Bill once 
tried dipping his missiles in water and letting them freeze overnight, 
but I insisted that such barbarian practises were contrary to inter- 
national law. His throw was far more vigorous and his aim twice as 
deadly, so this prohibition was greatly to my advantage. 

One of our favorite winter sports was coasting (sledding). 0h, 
ere 15 a lot to be said for coasting! Not the least of which is’ 
the fact that it takes no skill. We all had sleds, except Mother who 
considered belly-flopping on a sled a little beneath her female dignity 
and age. Dad had a long, high monster that got over the ground with 
real speed--and Bill and I each had our own beloved Flexible Flyer. 

With sleds, too, there was a small one for the beginner, and we 
all passed through the period when the little Firefly was ours. Al- 
Syoughn quite short and light, to fit the size and strength of its 
master, it was surprisingly fast but never won a race. Weight has a 
lot to do with speed on a sled as well as on skis, and here the gal- 
lant little Firefly was out of luck. 

As with skating and skiing, sledding required certain weather 


conditions and was indeed more exacting than either of these. Occa- 
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Sionally the incessant tramping up and down the lawn packed it so 
that we could slide there, and the car often made the Big Hill fairly 
good, but it took either rain on snow, or a good thaw followed by 
freezing to render the Back Meadow, the Big Hill and the Lodge Hill 
really coastable. Nearly all our best skiing and coasting was 

done in the early years before the Back Meadow and Piggery Hill grew 
up to trees. 

Nature in New England is generally kind to the winter sportsman. 
When the skating is spoiled by heavy snow, it is time to put on skis; 
when it thaws or rains and the snow is too sticky for skiing, snow- 
balls 4 snowforts are in season; and when the snow freezes again, 
Sleds will often become the order of the day. 

During the course of two or three early winters, the weather 
smiled upon our coasting desires and for periods of several days 
gave us a glorious crust everywhere. What sledding we had! We 
hauled our sleds way up to the top of the long Back Meadow. Here 
we drew them up in a line, and the first of us would pick up his 
Sled. Running several steps and throwing the sled down with himself 
Seputc. ne was off to a tfliyingestart. ‘Ihe rest of us "peeled off™ 
in like manner and in rapid succession. Over the snow we would 
stream, gaining speed at every yard, and clattering blithely the 
length of the long meadow. Down beside the Sheepbarn foundation we 
would fly, and past the house, to streak down the lawn, around Dead 
Man's Corner (by the Cowbarn) and down the Big Hill--to end up 
nearly halfway to the Bretts' house. What a glorious run! Nearly 
half a mile! The crust roared under us, we bounced occasionally 
over a bump, and attained an amazing speed before the course was 
fully run. Sometimes it was so fast it was dangerous, and curves 


were hard to make, especially at the well-named Dead Man's Corner. 
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Scraped knees, shins, arms, and even faces were not uncommon, but they 
were minor nuisances compared to the excitement of Coasting. 

Sometimes the snow was bumpy and our sleds would leap and plunge 
under us like recalcitrant horses which made it only the more fun. 
The only deplorable part of it was, of course, walking back up the 
hills pulling our sleds. As the Chinaman expressed it all too graphi- 
cally, it was "Go like hellee, walkee milee." And when we had sped 
triumphantly over the Meadow Brook bridge and almost to George's 
pasture barway, it seemed a hellee long way up to the top of the 
Back Meadow. 

But up we would plod, towing our sleds, walking easily on the 
Surface of the snowscape, often with a keen wind Sweeping down from 
the north. On extra cold days when the mercury shrank in its tube, 
we put vaseline on our cheeks, noses and chins to keep them from 
being frostbitten. Our helmets had flaps that came down and buttoned 
under the chin. Mittens, sometimes two pair; scarves; warm wool 
pants or leggings with a lighter pair inside; many sweaters, anda 
heavy mackinaw were standard equipment for all. 

The deep snow on the Back Meadow covered up nearly all the 
young trees, though here and there a foot or two of a tall one ap- 
peared, to be dodged as we flew downwards. some, Only a littie 
shorter, showed their leaders and the shoulders of a first tier of 
Oranches--their arms pinned to their sides by the strait jacket of 
snow. 

Often we had sled He tiaee Bill especially was fired with the 
competitive spirit and Dad and I, and later the kids, were not slow 
to accept a challenge. 7 


"One, two, three" Dad would shout as we lined up, sleds in 
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hand, "GO!" And away we ran some four or five paces, hurling our- 
selves fiercely upon our stomachs. We (Bill and I at least) whispered 
encouragements to our thundering vehicles. We scanned our adversaries' 
progress, and strained every horizontal fiber, shifting our weight, 
doubling up or extending our legs in efforts to increase our speed, 

and staying alert for the shortest and fastest course. It was a 
wonderful thrill, racing over the frozen snow, yelling in triumph if 
we managed to pass, or being yelled at. Again, the wind whistled in our 
Faces, pieces of the snow crust flew up, an occasional bit of brush 

or hay struck at us--it was the acme of thrilling motion, and we 

wanted to go on and on for miles. Bill or Dad usually won, eneunn as 
my sled became broken in, it grew faster and sometimes carried me to 
victory. 

When the Back Meadow's trees rendered it no longer coastable, 
we often started at the top of the Lodge Hill and could go all the 
Way to the bottom of the Big Hill if the coasting was good. Some- 
times we slid by moonlight--oh, jubilant, enchanted nights! The 
snow, frozen harder, was faster and it was a delight just to be out 
in the cold clear air. When the moon was full or near] yasoseel & 
seemed almost like day outside, save for the yellow cast of the il- 
lumination--for the moon is the kerosene lamp of the sky. Cold to 
look upon even in August, in January she seemed like a cookie cut 
from a sheet of ice. As always, she turned her chaste face upon us, 
for the moon never looks away. 

On the lawn every limb and twig of the maples had their dark 
duplication on the snow. The heavens had fewer gems than the earth 
those nights--the glittering crust winked and gleamed from a thou- 
sand frosty eyes. The sky belongs to the moon when she is full. 


Very few stars dare to be seen--even the glorious spread of Orion 
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with his jeweled belt and shining sword (the Great Nebula) fades to 
e pale outline’ of himself.° Even ’Sirius, Following after in the eye 
of his faithful dog, the biggest and brightest star in the sky, dims 
to a seeming minor magnitude. And in the north, the Bigipvippereis 
then to be seen standing rakishly on its handle end. 

How we flew on our sleds! If the daytime speed had been good, 
it was fabulous at night; and on "silver-sandalled" runners, we raced 
like dark shadows over the snow. By the house we core; /Letting@ouc 
war whoops as we sped over the lawn to humanize the might? andwlet 
Mother and the world know of our joy. Once in a while one of us 
would run over a rock and strike sparks; though not so good for our 
runners, these were fun to see, and I remembered a line from the poem, 
Ppaus Revere's Ride," how "Sparks were struck out by the steed in his 
pion." 

Yes, a lot can be said for winter when it comes bringing winter 
sports! 

Once or twice during the winter, we went down to Lake Buel to 
try some ice fishing. There is likely to be only a brief period when 
snow has not yet buried the lake and the ice is strong enough to hold. 
Of course we could fish through the snow and ice, but we liked to be 
able to skate and play hockey while waiting for the fish to bite. Not 
only was it a lot more fun, but we had a better chance of keeping warm. 

Equipped with a dozen tie-ups, a couple of ice chisels, some per- 
forated spoons, and a canvas bucket of minnows, as well as food and 
cooking appurtenances, we would get to the lake around ten in the 
morning. Putting on our skates at the ice's edge, we skated out 
over the pickerel weeds into which we had cast in September. Here we 


began cutting holes some six inches in diameter and about EMAL reyeor 
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forty feet apart. 

When the hole is drilled--and it can be quite a job when 
there are eight or ten inches of ice to penetrate--the tie-up 
stick is inserted in a slit made at the edge of the hole and 
leaning over it. By plumbing the bottom with a sinker, the 
depth of water is ascertained and a loop tied in the line where 
it will hold down the flag when the bait is some fifteen inches 
off the bottom. An unhappy shiner is regretfully put on the 
hook and the rig set with the red flag of proclamation bent down 
Oieees slender metal strip. When a fish tugs at the line,. the 
loop hung over the spring-catch is pulled down and releases the 
Flag which leaps aloft, announcing the good tidings that some- 
thing is up below stairs. 

We have four tie-ups apiece, and in about an hour our dozen 
meer rigged. Satisfaction asiwell as anticipation fill us as we 
move off to skate, straying not so far that we cannot see when the 
little flags are up, yet far enough so that we hope the fish will 
not hear the thud of our skates. 

If it is very cold, we build a fire on the shore and: fre- 
quently call upon it. Even while skating about and playing hockey, 
the eyes of the three of us never long desert the twelve frail 
sticks slanted over our holes. Suddenly one of us cries, 

UR eels Ey ti! 

And there is ele SiLonalwiag calling us to its, stde, 
Away we all speed, heads down against the wind. Soon we can see 
it is one of Bill's rigs, and Dad and I pause some fifteen feet 
away to let him skate in for the hand-to-hand conflict. With 
what eagerness he strips off his mittens, dropping to one knee, as 


he seizes the line to give it a quick yank. Shucks--he is too 
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late. The hook comes up clean. He BULSTOn tT restebpaie. 

We all three skate to our tie-ups now and skim the thin ice 
off the surface. ‘If not periodically cleaned away, the ice often 
freezes about the line so that it cannot be pulled’ down to’ re- 
lease the flag when a fish is doing his stuff below. We haul 
Up each line, too, to check on the condition of our bait before 
returning to our skating, though we Stay a little nearer now. 
Sill has hopes’ of a return engagement with his line's recent guest. 

Wwe pave hardly begun to clatter and knot over the puck when 
another yell goes up, and we see that Dad is now being honored. 
Away he speeds, Stopping short at the hole with a clean twitch of 
his ankles. The line comes up hard and we can see he has one. 

We skate in to watch as a handsome pickerel is flipped out and 
Flops about on the ice. Our congratulations are cut short as 
another little semaphore is seen in the very act of springing 
up. This time it is one of mine and away I flash eagerly. It 
is gloriously exciting, this business of Skating madly at the 
call of the bright little banner, heart pounding with antici- 
pation and exertion. Soon I too have a pickerel! But he is 
not big enough and is carefully returned to the lake with the 
Suggestion that he come back next year. 

Now lunch time is at hand and after making sure that all 
our traps are in working order, we skate to the shore a couple 
of hundred yards away and put on our boots. Each of us has a 
little stove--a tomato can with a hole cut just above the bottom 
for a draft. Soon we have three little blazes going and take 
turns in crisping bacon in the one frying pan and heating cocoa 
to help take the chill off the day and the edge off our appe- 


tices. 
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In the very midst of these pPrepanations,s Billi has. to dash .out 
Rieene slakews Darn it, the little biter was too small, he reports 
when he returns. We are still eating when all hades breaks loose 
on the ice. Two flags go up almost Simultaneously--first Bill, then 
I, scamper to the fray. Dad goes on munching only a moment or two 
before his hot drink must be laid aside and he runs out sandwich 
in hand. The fish, too, have decided it is lunch \time.) «ol, hardly 
get my empty hook rebaited before another of my tie-ups is heard 
from. This time I am in time to hook him and have a good-sized 
pueeetel flopping on ithe ice. Bill really has a big one--a splen- 
did specimen, some eighteen inches long. Dad had arrived only in 
time to find his minnow among the missing. We all rebait and return 
to shore and our food. 

Soon after lunch, Dad agrees to watch all our BLgsvaseBikl. and 
I go for a long skate down the lake. Sometimes the ice booms 
and cracks making streak-like ribbons beneath our hasting feet. 
Perhaps another fisherman or two are operating in a cove and we 
Emate mearsto shout, 

wiatealuck?" 

Sometimes we see some men cutting ice if it is thick enough 
to harvest. Over to the left we see the dock of Camp Half-Moon, 
where Bill spent a couple of weeks one summer. It is deserted 
now, the float is up on the dock and everything is bereft of its 
Summer gaiety. 

In the early years, when we had the Model T, we used to drive 
it onto the ice. Bill and I loved this, for after lunch Dad would 
allow us to drive the car. With the vast expanse of lake and 


nothing to run into, he did not see how we could damage either the 
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Car or ourselves. Already we knew how to start the engine from 
interested observation, and the mystery of low, high and reverse 
gears was explained to us. We were ingsindtesyncaubilous*#atekirst, 
delighting in the throbbing motion under our hands and the feeling 
of power--then away we would scamper on the thin little tires, the 
hase of our fishing. lines momentarily forgotten. 

Sometimes Dad drove while Bill and I streamed out behind on 
Topes. Standing rigid in our skates, we were pulled along the ice 
at a dizzy pace, nearly all the way down the lake and back. What 
Fun! What thrilling speed! If we got back to find a couple of 
flags up and our bait stolen, it was worth it. f 

Once I remember skijoring thus, on skates, behind the car when 
Bill was driving. He inadvertently drove over some hollow ice where 
a thin crust overlay the main body; my Blades cut in, I tripped and 
the wind was knocked out of me. I had tied the rope around my 
waist, but had been dragged only a few- feet before a bellow from 
Dad brought the car to a convulsive halt. Catching miserably at 
my lost breath, I fear I rather enjoyed the bawling out Bill 
received that time. 

On one occasion we had been fishing quite late in the season-- 
perhaps it was March. Already the ice at the shore was weakening. 
Wnen we drove out onto it, it groaned and whooped protestingly, 
light as the cld Fords were. During the day we had noticed water 
flooding up around the shore and began to worry about getting back 
to land. Somehow we did not relish the vision of our precious State 
Car rusting at the bottom of the lake. 

We stayed late, hoping the descending mercury woula help to 
harden things. Then loading tackle aad ourselves in, Dad drove down 


the iak2 getting up speed for a good start. Back we raced at almost 
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a T's top speed. Just offshore the ice began giving but we had 
passed on almost before it could break and just our rear wheels 
got wet as we roared onto dry land. Oh, welcome terra firma! 
Looking back, we saw that a big piece of ice had broken away from 
the shore--we had just made it! But now we were safely on our way 
home to Mother, pleased with our catch and hungry beyond belief. 
How wonderful the big, warm lighted house on the hill looked when 
we drove home to it then, in our side-curtained Model T--cold but 
content and windlown outside and in. 

Every winter we had to have our own icehouse, and the one at 
the Lodge, replenished with frozen chunks of the Lodge Poise Bide 
Or George Brett, or both of them, came up with a team and sled to 
cut, haul and pack the pieces away in the cool sawdust. My brothers 
and I relished the two weeks of this business. It took only a few 
days to fill our orders, but then the Bretts drew ice for themselves. 

The sled and team usually improved our coasting or established 
it where none was before. And we could sometimes hook on behind the 
empty sled for rides, thus coasting uphill--a remarkable triumph 
meer oravity. 

We enjoyed watching the men work, sawing out the big green and 
white cakes with a crosscut saw and pulling them out, dripping, with 
Ppeir tongs. (Icing is now almost a lost art, for the ubiquitous 
advance of electricity has brought the refrigerator along in its 
wake, and ice as nature made it has become superfluous.) Sometimes 
when there was a crust we would slide down the meadow behind the 
Lodge and onto the Pool. This was great fun, but annoying to George 
and Bill, and nervewracking for the horses. 

One winter Bill Brett's team almost fell through the ice, but 


we only heard about this and, while grateful that the accident had 


sl aM pi pa het ocongh ea 
tai wt hh omelet i) Mele tr adhd 

ai ioe dena icd ‘yer bon ie viene ip ‘a toltiaee: on tees ie “ 
vane vig | ret ie Lyfe ete sive wei tat erry at aie ‘bon su--ofone 


aes sit; Pie ae dee eiehite dlisies 400) tp heeweta , wa TOM of : ee 


‘ae 
Le | LEP MER ‘do sabia bas tripe ines ites ont his? otro ae 
Pe AN Gut Latydin height a i A JLooe guor sum 


) oe Ms ub ka 0 AWALERTW Bre a 

4 im: ania meu re Diath. geet be teen ve reiniw vieve 
re kaon Prva eft) te Juhu ning eye’ PT oortatnatans ,2gbed s 5 
oS hele: Bre Nee UE Aba eu arte: pond | *Q dhot 16 F026 i 

we Tue a Aw tee bic ahcliaaees any’ weit ni vier auneia any dose one wor ie r 


Bey’ 


wet. 9 CH RR Ko pementl a ed 8 ad ne To Shean OWT eit? Pe me Lia a 


ry ries 

ewvd seme? ni seth wes Gti ene 207 cede Bae ,etehIo suo thas a 
4 é a 
ported tide die re pithy, hh oat! yi bey meet One vale ont te 


ee 


wiht wrimiwe We) fell dowd roan Moet ae. eo Sto led ese aron a: 
nepnu tie pyantannen Peni ie ey. Cran ee dadly 1o® Ole we 


“ya ivate * 


y 
) 


Drie)! Pegay : ‘yh ae 40 orton: y BOM ee wtid gninotew bavobne” ou 
tie ost ants " ae: han ie a duiteen ss bondiw emia 7 
| ated cat en) my an saga ee, 


: Hahaha be ‘a 
fe ; Oya a 


or ‘cad i 


ibd 
a | 


i 
. 


> 
a 
me 


7) 7 
* 


ig cn on - é : we . oe see ert 4 ¢’ ; De 6 be ) . 
1 hie eae ee ite Wyse oH 4 


ie Pay Bae Mada 


374 


not happened, we regretted that we had missed the exciting scene. 
Another time George lost a pair of ice tongs to the Pool. Bill and 
I located them the next summer and, looking happily down at them 
through the water, we decided one day to try to rescue them. Bill, 
after several unsuccessful diving attempts, did manage to pull them 
out of the mud. We were very pleased with ourselves when we were 
able to give them back to George. 

George sometimes hired an elderly gentleman named Otto to help 
him with the icing. Otto fascinated us. He had another name but 
no one could say it. He also had a luxuriant handlebar mustache 
and usually a week's growth of beard. He was a kindly and pleasant 
Old codger, if inscrutable. Folks thought him queer because he 
Mower i salone ina ilittle shack and refused to.let his horse work 
on Sunday. His horse, he admitted, was his nearest and dearest 
friend. His little house was as neat and spotless as a pin, and he 
had a garden, a cow, and some hens. So with an occasional day's 
wages, he kept himself very well. The fact that he freckled the 
ice, destined for our icebox, with dark streaks of tobacco juice 
Gave us a queasy feeling, but he was so charming otherwise, we 


could not really hold it against him. 
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CHAPTER 29 


LANDSCAPE JOBS AND FERNWAY 


Dad's first landscape job was, I believe, his work for Seaver 
B. Buck at Berkshire School. A friend, Walter Pritchard Eaton, 
was responsible for this assignment as well as several others that 
Came Dad's way. Professor of dramatics at Yale, he was an ardent 
nature lover and had written almost as many naturalist books as 
theatrical ones. He was greatly interested in Dad's advanced 
forestry work. They both served on a committee for preserving 
the wildness of Mt. Everett, a local mountain, and we all loudly 
applauded Mr. Eaton's diatribes against billboards--those ugly 
absurdities that spoil so much beauty along the highways. 

At Berkshire, a handsome gymnasium had been built beside a 
beautiful new cinder track and Dad landscaped LU asewellleaseMr. 
Buck's own attractive house. He also set out a row of splendid 
elms on each side of the long straight driveway to escort the 
Muests Up to the school. 

Quite often I went along with Dad mornings--Bill was in 
school and this way I also was kept from under Mother's feet. I 
do not remember much except Mr. Buck's leonine good looks and 
long waits in the car for Dad--and his pointing out to me the error 
of what he called the Dotty School of Landscape Architecture where 
Single trees and shrubs were stuck in all over the place without 
artistic grouping or composition. 

Later, in working on Dr. Nathaniel Ives' Monterey home, Dad 
occasionally took Bill and me along to do some of the work--for a 


consideration. These grounds became ultimately very delightful. 
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Dad also did a landscape job for Donald Worthington, a Great Bar- 
Tington nabob of sorts, but I never went with him there. When 
Great Barrington built a new hospital (Fairview) Dad was asked to 
landscape the grounds, and he rendered his services gratis, making 
the location pleasant and attractive. When the Richard Cobdens, 
wealthy friends of Mother's and Dad's, built a new home on Barring- 
ton Heights, Dad was the landscape architect called in to turn the 
scarred and gaping earth around the house into a lovely setting 


for the mansion. 


Undoubtedly Dad's most ambitious undertaking was the Bird Sanc- 


tuary Pond in Lenox. This was in 1930 or 1931. Mrs. Pike, new widow 


of a millionaire, wanted to commemorate the dear departed by build- 
ing a pond in his name at the Sanctuary. We understood he had been 
a doormat in life but now he was to get his reward. Pike's Pond 
indeed seemed apropos. 

On this job, Dad soon found out he was to handle not only the 
landscaping of the pond but to build it himself. After some hesi- 
tation, surveying and preliminary sketches, Dad decided to have a 
try at it. He and Mother and so, of course, we kids, became quite 
exercised over this vast enterprise. The "sanctuary" came to be a 
constant word in our conversation. 

DedsoreW eupethe multifarious, plans and blueprints for all 
the operations and found his contractor. First came a tremendous 
dredging--the pond was to cover six acres. The first thing Dad 
decided was that he had to have a straw boss, a field foreman to 
Stay on the job and supervise the carrying out of all the details-- 
and keep Mrs. Pike and her friends happy. Dad himself had neither 
time nor inclination to work that end of the business. So he wrote 


to Harvard Landscape School where he had obtained his landscape ar- 
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chitecture training, asking for someone who could assist him with 
the project. With almost unbelievable promptness, he had a telegram 
from an applicant for the job, named Harold Eintany.. Acer Lase: Hat 
makes his appearance!) Impressed by his initiative and enthusiasm 
Dad hired him, sight unseen. 

I went along the day he was to meet his assistant in front 
of abank in Lenox. As had been arranged, Dad was OrictLing wilco 
blueprints as he took his place on the bank steps at the appointed 
time. Hal was already there in his loaded Ford sedan and he sprang 
Bae, Oriercase in hand. ‘Dad liked-the attractive, graceful young 
man at once with his black curly hair, merry eyes, and effervescent 
charm. So did I. Still more important, so did Mrs. Pike and all 
her wealthy friends. 

Bill and I often went over with Dad to watch the Progress of 
the job and enjoyed Hal's friendly interest in us. He came over 
to Swann Forest, too, quite often for semi-business, semi-social 
lunches. His conquest of Mother was less immediate than with the 
Best of us.” Though he’ turned on her all his delightful and winning 
ways, she could not quite believe in them. I, on the other hand, was 
completely in thrall to his sunny smile and exuberance, and secretly 
admired him extravagantly, almost as much as I did Cousin Bill. 
Only it was different somehow. (And I wonder now just how secret 
it was.) We were all amused one day at what Hal said about his 
own first name. He did not like it. 

"Harold," said he, "sounds just like a lounge-lizard ladies' 
man." 

This was, in fact, not a bad description of Hal. But he was 


a very efficient landscape architect and contact man. 
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One Sunday, we all went over to the Sanctuary for an outdoor 
meal as Hal's guests. Vic, one of the Italian workmen on the =F a) ole 
prepared us a real Italian spaghetti dinner. It was heavenly, and 
we managed to procure the receipt for future reference. 

One other personality in connection with the Sanctuary inter- 
ested us all. This was Maurice Broun, the dark, intense young man 
who managed the place. He had cut the trails around the country- 
Side, labeled the trees and flowers, and prepared able exhibits 
and pamphlets. He had done a very fine job, but he was not appre- 
ciated because of his shyness and lack of the social grace Hal was 
SO smooth with. He had lunch with us one day, pouring out to Dad 
nis hopes and aspirations, and all our hearts went out to him. 

The work on the Sanctuary Pond progressed well; in about three 
months it was completed and we all held our breaths for the crucial 
test--would it hold water? Many had predicted it would not. Glo- 
Tiously, it did! The two islands came out right with only their 
noses showing. The Spillway, which Dad had labored over so long to 
ME Bag a tinaly looks didiatavetunce 

Mrs. Pike was delighted with the pond. She loved it so much 
she decided to take over the rest of the landscaping herself. All 
Dad's careful labors to make the pond seem natural, so that the wild 
ducks and geese for which it had been built would patronize it, were 
spoiled. She imported sand from the ocean and made a beach. There 
was a dreadful boulder with a plaque on the shore. Rustic bridges 
leading out to the islands made it reminiscent of Central Park in 
New York City. A flock of tame ducks was turned loose and swarmed 
over the shore, snapping up the precious waterlilies, and the 


waterweeds planted for the wild ducks, as well as every green thing 
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in sight. Finally it became so bad that Dad cringed every time he 
went over, and he was infinitely relieved when his work there was 
Finished. 

After the pond job was completed, and Hal went home to his wife 
and daughter in Weston, Massachusetts, he would turn up every so 
Meee 10r a Visit. Once he stayed in Spruce Lodge, the tiny one= 
room cottage that Bill had built. (This was another example of 
Bill's excellent carpentry work. It stood behind the house between 
the spruce rows of our windbreak and contained a bed, stove, table 
and chair.) 

Once Hal stayed up at the Lodge, and I remember our having 
supper with him there and his serving us caviar on crackers--it was 
my first caviar. Once we took him with us to the sacred precincts 
of our ladyslipper bog, a privilege accorded no one else. Another 
time he took Shelt and me to Pittsfield to the movies. it was 
Shelt's first film (he was five or so)--Constance Bennett in a spy 
story. He was miserable; he howled and hated it, and vowed he would 
never go to another movie as long as he lived. I hardly need to say 
that he got over it. 

On one visit Hal brought us adorable Mama Guinea Pig from 
whose fertility a tribe of cute cafe-au-laits soon sprang--and mul- 
tiplied and waxed fruitful. Moosey in the sprucey! 

Another time Hal came and took Bill for a camping trip in the 
Adirondacks. I can still see the two of them out on the lawn the 
night before they left, trying to pack their duffle. There was a 
tumpline and a packbasket. All of us spectators became weak with 
helpless laughter at the sight of them. They were trying to carry 


too much, mostly extraneous luxuries. Especially Hal. Neither of 
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them could be seen under the mountains of bedding, crockery and 
Canned goods. 

MmOS¢ Glorious of vall.was the trip Mother, Hal, Bill and, I 
made to New York City. The four of us one Sunday took the excursion 
train down and went to Coney Island. For Bill and me it was exciting 
every moment. Then old enough to appreciate train travel for the 
momentous experience it was, we stuck our heads out the window 
and kept galloping from one end of the train to the other. 

wemnad;, ofcourse, heard about, Coney Island as.the Fair of Fairs, 
The Amusement Park of them all; and the prospect of hours among its 
unending diversions filled us with joy. Once out there, we all 
DOUght tickets to Steeplechase Park, entitling us to 51 rides and 
features. Going through the revolving barrel entrance, Bill and I 
rushed from one ride to another while Mother and Hal followed at a 
Seteereisurely pace. Occasionally Hal.joined us in.some of the fun, 
but Mother preferred watching us have a good time--and we certainly 
did. 

We rode endlessly on the little electrified cars with rubber 
tires around their middles so that we could bump into each other to 
OUr hearts' content; we loved the big slide with humps in its steep 
smooth descent; we got sick on the Human Whirlpool, stuffed ourselves 
with "hogwash" and "perp stuff," as Dad called it, and were completely 
Nappy. 

Best of all was the Steeplechase ride itself for which the Park 
was named. Hal and I rode on one horse, Bill on another and we moved 
along the track in a wide oval. It was exciting, the six horses pass- 
ing and repassing each other as we urged our steeds forward. Much 


to our good-natured disgust, a stranger won. The stairs leading down 
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from this delightful ride took us, all GUASUSPECTING “oUt Olrto a 
platform before a considerable audience (Mother included! ewan 
unpleasant little dwarf dressed as a clown had an electrified 

stick and gave us shocks. In one spot, to my horror, a fierce gust 

of wind blew my skirts way up while the audience howled with glee. 
Hal was behind me and never ceased to kid me about the "something 
pink," he caught sight of. I was mortified almost to tears and swore 
never more to roam Coney Island without the slacks most females were 
wise enough to. wear. The gals without underpants were even less for- 
tunate than I and more appreciated by the audience. I longed terribly 
to ride the steeplechase horses again but could not face running the 
gauntlet of the stage again. 

From Coney Island we took a boat to the Battery--Mother was es- 
pecially rejoiced in this sea voyage. Here we just had time for a 
five-minute gallop around the Aquarium before it closed. Then we 
rode atop an open Fifth Avenue bus up to the Empire State Building. 
Here the three of us went up to the Observation Tower while Mother, 
who had long ago found that high places did not agree with her, 
Stayed below. It was not a clear day, but Bill and I were much 
thrilled by the height, hardly daring to peer down over the high 
parapets to the streets far below. 

Next came a glorious treat for us--supper at an automat. Bill 
and I were in transports of delight, and even Mother, whose girlhood 
in New York had not Mnotdee these overgrown slot machines, got a 
kick out of them. Then, exhausted buthappy, we caught the return 
train for the Berkshires, getting home just before midnight. We 


all felt our day had been a complete success. 
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Wiemyearrarter Bil bysrcanpinowtrip with Hab; which was tin the 
summer of 1932, he took another all by himself into the Adirondacks 
and climbed Mount Marcy, the highest peak there, by way of the Ap- 
Ppalachian Trail. I remember going with him as far as the Langdon 
Log Pile to see him off, under his 40-pound load of food and beg- 
ding. He followed the trail all the way up to Mount Mansfield, 
Vermont, where he spent some time with friends he had met the year 
before. In all, he found it a rich and highly interesting experi- 
ence. eee Gallary) Ofehis gerin iand- latermewroteritrup, tnteia 


delightful travelogue. 


I have spoken several times of Bill's early writings. Like 
mine, most of them never saw the light of any eye but the author's. 
He did write some early short stories and sent them to magazines, 

I believe, but he had the neophite's usual and unprofitable pen- 
chant for writing about people and places unfamiliar to him. MI 

do not think he ever wrote poetry except in his early youth. I 
wish we had a copy of one he composed at about eight describing 
the night sounds. It delighted the whole family. All I can 
remember is something about "the frogs went hippety-hop; the trout 
went flippety-flop; the owl went tootity-toot, while the night 
hawk played on his flute." The night hawk had us puzzled but the 
rhyme was good. 

It was while Dad was landscaping the grounds of the summer home 
in Monterey of Dr. Nathaniel Ives that I went to Fernway Camp. Or. 
Ives (nicknamed by my father "Dapper Brisk," which well described 
the well-tailored, energetic little man) ran a girl's camp on Lake 
Garfield. He kindly Brrered Dad a scholarship for me to attend 
Fernway, and for the month of August during the next two summers, 


when I was nine and ten, I became a camp girl. 
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Since I had never been to school, this experience was intended to 
show me a few social graces and the gentle ways of refined girls. 
It was indeed a very momentous experience in a way. I was put in 
among others of my own sex for the first time, and for the first 
time forced to take my place among strangers. Easy for most 
children who are raised with a wide acquaintance of other children, 
from my sheltered family-bound security it was a shock. 

I lived in a cabin called Mohawk (they were all named for 
Indian tribes) with a group of girls a little older than myself. 

It was a barracks. There was no privacy, with rows of cots on 

both sides of the big room, one counselor to a cabin. We were all 
Seareceout*carly (six asm. I think) «foresetting-up exercises-- 

then a dip in the lake was optional and unpopular. Breakfast in 
the big dining hall was followed by bedmaking and sweeping chores; 
a handicraft class; archery; swimming; and lunch. Rest period came 
mexts; Some’selected sport, such as tennis, hiking, etc.; swimming 
again, supper, rest period or group entertainment and bed. 

Girls were a revelation to me; they both attracted and 
Frightened me--mostly the latter. I was paralyzed with shyness, 
astonished at occasional pettiness and dirty language ( a lovely 
golden-haired girl was the most surprising of all) and the cold- 
ness. But the coldness was chiefly to me, a peculiar unknown, as 
they had strong friendships among themselves, went about holding 
hands and with arms around each other in little groups, and seemed 
amazingly engrossed in each others' society and thoughts. Nor do 
I wonder they were baffled by me and left me alone--here was a 
Strange, dark silent little creature quite out of their ken and 


beneath their notice. Most of them were really nice girls. 
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I do recall one gal, whose name I've forgotten, saying to me 
rather wistfully, 

"You have such a nice name." 

This was pleasant news to me--and I heard it again later at 
school. 

There did turn out to be one kindred spirit in camp. She was 
even more tomboyish than I, wearing her hair short and looking 
almost like a boy. She was a dark and intense little person, and 
she seemed to feel as out of place as I did among all these girks* 
but was more rebellious than I, who was not rebellious at all-- 
Just trying to dope things out. She had nothing but scorn for the 
other girls and hated camp life. We became good friends in a 
casual sort of way--none of this girlish gushing for us. We played 
mumbledy-peg by the hour and took hikes together. She was a nice 
person, very intelligent, and a good sport. Her name was Laura-- 
Laura Crews--and I believe she was a daughter of Laura Hope Crews, 
the novelist. 

Though often briefly miserable over some Slight or imagined 
slight from the; other?girls; "1 owas not’ really unhappy, but I en- 
vied them their savoir-faire and sophistication. We all wore a 
regulation costume--brown bloomers and middy blouses for every 
day; green bloomers with white middies for Sundays and holidays. 
But the others' opulence appeared in their small personal effects, 
and they bragged of their servants, limousines, and the high posi- 
tions their fathers held. Nearly all of them came from Westchester 
County, New York, or New York City (Dr. Ives lived in Mt. Vernon). 
I was the only local girl and, when asked where I lived, the other 


girls were astonished that it was actually there in Monterey. 
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I was homesick, too, and missed my parents and brothers 
deeply. My triumph came, or so it seemed to me, when Dad and 
Mother visited me. While I was ashamed of the showing our humble 
Ford made among the chauffeured Cadillacs and Pierce Arrows, I 
Qlowed with pride at being seen with such distinguished parents: 
Mother, tastefully dressed, trim-figured and cute; Dad, with his 
dark, slim good looks--beside whom some of the paunchy, bald 
fathers and overdressed, overstuffed mothers of other girls sank 
into insignificance. 

The swimming I loved, and here I really learned how to get 
about in the water. The bronzed young god who was Se rate 
teacher (aged 16) was the cynosure of all the girls' eyes, includ- 
ing mine, and I had the distinctive pleasure once of wrestling 
with him on the lawn just before lunch when the whole camp was 
streaming by and could envy me. 

Being unhandy, the less said about my handicraft the better-- 
except that I enjoyed making bands and bracelets of beads with a 
little wooden loom. The same goes for my tennis. I inveigled my 
parents into buying me a racquet, and I had honorable intentions, 
but I was so inept that no one would play with me. So I went back 
to my mumbledy-peg with Laura. When, on one of their visits to 
camp I pointed out to Mother and Dad my one friend, they looked 
at each other as much as to say, "Mightn't you know!" 


Our cabin counselor was delightful, a wholesome, sympathetic 
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woman she was, bearing .the wondrous name of Otteley Crowbar. "Miss 


Otteley" was a big help as she was kind and warm with everyone. 
During the summer I became acquainted with Dr. Abercrombie 


in action. It was compulsory for us to go to church in Monterey. 
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We all piled into beach wagons and rode to town for three or four 
sermons during August. The feeling of virtue after each attendance 
in church was a new experience for me. 

Eventually came the annual Big Event--the entertainment put on 
for parents at the end of the camp season, Labor Day weekend. This 
occasion was euphoniously known as the Fernway Frolic. The first 
performance I had a share in was a maypole dance. In white flimsy 
garments we were to flutter about the pole, carolling and winding 
our streamers in and out with our partners’. 

For me it turned out to be a nightmare. Somehow I had no 
partner. Everyone else did, but to me none was vouchsafed.. There 
was an odd number of girls in our group and I (naturally, I thought) 
was the leftover. I timidly called my partnerless condition to the 
attention of the counselor in charge of the performance, and she 
promised something would be done. But it wasn't, and I was too 
peyecCOsDring the®matter.upRagainwe That might after :rehearsal I 
almost hoped my parents would be unable to come and thus not wit- 
ness my disgrace. All the other girls were happy and excited, but 
for me there was no joy in Fernway. 

We were supposed to be fairies in our gossamer white costumes 
with wings and short, stiff ballet skirts. A headband with curling 
white feelers was tied about the brow, and we each carried a wand 
with a star on top. Mother had worked hard over my costume and it 
was lovely. 

I'll never forget that maypole dance. Blithely we were sup- 
posed to trip about and in and out--a frolic indeed. On the green 
lawn in the dusky moonlight, it was going to be exquisite. I 


struggled to look as though I had a partner. I went through all 
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Eve NGrEsons lt could ‘alone. 91 tried to make myself believe I had 

@ partner. But it was no use. At best my light fantastic was 
more fantastic than the rest. I was sure that my plight was ap- 
parent to everyone, who would all be puzzled by my performance (as 
well they might be!). But I was soon comforted by my kindly par- 
ents who said it all looked good to them. 

At the same time Bill was at Camp Halfmoon on Lake Buel, and 
we corresponded vigorously, carrying on our hen stories in letters. 
He, if anything, was less happy at camp than I, and when he fell 
Sick after some two weeks, he returned home for good. 

The second summer when I went back to Camp, I was housed in 
the same cabin, which seemed an indignity, but the trouble was I 
had belonged in a younger group the year before. Laura was not 
there and Miss Otteley was no longer my counselor, but it seems 
to me I got along a little better with the girls. Only one epi- 
sode distinctly adheres. When the gals made me a pie-bed. 

These were common at camp. Hairbrushes, shoes and all manner 
of junk were put in the victim's bed. Then the sheets were sewn 
carefully together. Also the victim's pajamas. I lived in an end 
cot and so they also spun threads like a spider's web betwixt the 
bed and the wall. Then they all lay in wait in the dark. 

In I barged and ran smack into the web, tripping and hitting 
my chin. Hurt and stunned, I was fighting back the tears and just 
about to give "EP to them, when the girls all jumped up from behind 
their beds, laughing and shouting. By some happy circumstance, I 
managed in the dark to make my crying sound like laughter, and 
somehow I got away with it. They all cheered my sportsmanship, 
Slapped me on the back, and accepted me ever after--with indul- 
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CHAPTER 30 
ARNOLDA 


All in all, after my two summers at Fernway, it was with 
much pleasure that I found that my next summer excursion away 
from home (in 1929) was to be passed at Charlestown, Rhode 
Island, in the ample bosom of Mother's Arnold relations. 

Uncle Tom was Grandpa's older brother and the only survivor 
of the six boys and one girl in his immediate family of Arnolds. 
Thomas Lyman Arnold made his money in the tea-importing business 
in the firm of Arnold and Aborn. 

In 1905, he and his younger brother Frank W. Arnold, father 
Seeeenes  OUL cousins: Frank, Jr., Lyndon (Chick), William French 
(Billy), and Thomas Lyman II (Tommy), bought up three large farms 
by the sea in Charlestown. Thus they founded the family colony 
known as Arnolda which was located near the old homestead of their 
grandfather, Lemuel Hastings Arnold, the first governor of Rhode 
Eecand. 

Here they parcelled out the land, either selling or giving 
building lots to members of the Arnold tribe and their close 
friends. After Uncle Tom retired, he devoted himself for a time 
almost exclusively to his yachting and yacht- racing passions. 
In my day he had retired even from these, but the crowd of silver 
cups and trophies on the dining room sideboard gave testimony 
to his seamanship. (He was long a member of the Old Atlantic 
Yacht Club and was its rear commodore for some years.) 

Forty-nine years before, Uncle Tom had horrified his family 


by eloping with his first cousin, Mary Niles Robinson; but it had 
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been a wonderfully happy choice. Their only sorrow was that they 
had had no children; thus, at Uncle Frank's death in T9215 & they 
had practically adopted his four now orphaned boys (their hebReWS 
and treated them like their own sons. 

Mother loved this kindly, generous pair and was beloved by 
them. Every week without fail came a letter from Auntie Mame ;" 
we could always tell by the green ink as well as the handwriting 
on the envelope. And every Christmas Mother received a handsome 
check. 

Mother drove me down to Charlestown late in JUlyy* Tat tt en Baod, 
then five, going with us. 8il1 had spent the four previous weeks 
down there, and now he was being picked up as I was being deli- 
vered. The colony was about ten miles outside of Westerly, and 
I thrilled with family feeling as we turned off the highway to 
pass between a pair of stone pillars labeled "Arnolda," and rode 
down the family road to the Big House, Swooping into the circled 
drive with the flagpole axis. 

Mother stayed just overnight, hesitant about leaving Dad 
and two-year-old Shelt too long alone, and set off soon after 
breakfast the next day to return to the Berkshires. I watched 
her go with great regret, but my good great-aunt and -uncle soon 
made me feel at home. Bill had made a big hit, especially with 
Auntie Mame who, as Mother often mentioned, was fond of boys. I 
was shown with pride the asparagus bed Bill had transformed from 
a weedy jungle into a contented garden. 

I liked Auntie Mame and also enjoyed the society of her 
Sweet, elderly companion, Miss Higgins. Uncle Tom, who always 


went about in commodore blues and a yachting cap, looked wonder- 
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fully like Grandpa. He was seventy-three then and if he was a 
little less gentle and patient than his brother, it was not to 
be expected that one family could produce two saints in the same 
generation--Mother carried on the line in hers. 

Every morning after breakfast I helped Uncle Tom feed the 
red-winged blackbirds on the lawn with bread soaked in milk. 
Near the house was a well and the bucket unwound from the spool 
of the crank. This was fun to work and to drink at. Magnus, 
the Swedish chauffeur and man-of-all-work, was my special pet 
as he had been Bill's. I hung around him a lot and bothered him 
when he was working; I liked to watch him run up the flag in the 
morning and take it down at night. He it ee who drove the 
motor launch over to the beach every morning at eleven and every 


afternoon at three. 


A handsome young Scandinavian, I could never get him to talk 


about himself, and Bill and I both spoiled endless film trying to 


photograph him, for he was camera shy and turned away or covered 
his face at the sight of a lens. Every night he put on "town 
clothes," got into his old ramshackle car and drove off--return- 
ing very late at night or early in the morning. He never would 
tell where he went, and only laughed when I begged to be taken 
along. 

There’ was, indeed, a sad story connected with him. As I 
Finally heard it, Magnus' predecessor was his cousin, Helgi; 
faithful, loyal and devoted, he was dearly loved by his two 
employers who trusted him implicitly. Like Magnus, he disap- 
peared every night on some business of his own. One night he 
left, and never came back--nor did any word ever come from him. 


Everyone who knew him was astonished. Uncle Tom and Auntie Mame 
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were worried and hurt. Then a couple of months later Magnus 
appeared, fresh from Sweden, and announced he had come to take 
Helgi's place, though he would not talk about him. My young 
cousins told me they had finally found out the story. Driving 
while intoxicated, Helgi had run over a man; believing the man 
dead, he kept right on going, fleeing the state and the GounrGry. 

In Uncle Tom and Auntie Mame's bedroom I was intrigued to 
see portholes instead of windows, and in one corner was an old 
sea chest. Built onto the dining room was a glassed-in recrea- 
tion room where a lot of our time was spent. This was known as 
Tango Hall and a Ping-Pong table was set up for indoor tennis 
enthusiasts, though there didn't seem to be any around just then, 
much to my sorrow. 

I liked to poke around the two boathouses, one of which 
contained the "Arnolda," the beachgoing motor launch, and the 
other, two little centerboard sloops which none of us small fry 
were allowed to touch. With one of many nets, I often tried to 
snare crabs from the two docks, and looked down with fear upon 
the myriads of tiny jellyfish that infested the waters. 

Always I enjoyed the two daily trips to the beach and 
seldom missed one. The boat would be filled with many of my 
cousins from near and far, and their progeny and their friends 
with their progeny. Some of these families of the colony had 
their own boats for the daily beach trips. 

Usually I stretched out on the deck, fore or aft, and looked 
down into the water as we wound the requisite one and a half 
miles or so, threading a narrow channel to the back side of 


our strip of beach. No Arnolda land was actually located 
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on the open sea, but on Winigret Pond, a narrow sedge-strewn body 
of water giving onto the sea by a Very narrow outlet.) By follow= 
ing a board walk some 600 feet or so, we mounted to a ridge where 
our two bathhouses stood--and there on the other side chafed the 
Open ocean. The Arnolda colony beach was one of the last privately 
owned stretches of coastline on the Atlantic in that area. The 
only land between us and Europe was Block Island, which we could 
see only on very clear days. Of course, I rushed down and tasted 
the water the first time to be sure it was Peatiy salt.) This was 
too important a matter to take on faith. Already I had written a 
poem about the sea, sight unseen, and used the not wholly original 
expression "briny deep," so I wanted to confirm my own Pact Otis 
Gee, it really was saline--and somehow this surprised me. 

The water was cold as the Atlantic tends to be, and often the 
ocean rolled in big surfs upon the shore--these were glorious to 
dive through. More than once I was boiled by a big one and thrown 
up on the beach, gasping for. breath and spitting out saltwater 
and sand. Often there was the undertow we had been warned of. 
Sometimes we ran down the beach to the inlet at the end of the 
Arnold property and swam the narrow gut, hauling ourselves up like 
seals on the rocks beyond, where Charlestown's public beach began. 
Often we just baked on the sunny beach between Swims, or built 
moated castles in the sand. 

After these exhilarating dips in water and wind, it was the 
acme of contentment to lie like a drowned rat on the hot deck of 
the little launch as we chugged home to a hearty meal. 

There were several girls of about my age in the colony but 


I was again timid and did not know how to go about making friends 
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with them, if they would have had me. So I spent most of my time 
chumming with small boys and elderly men. 

In the first category was Buddy Fletcher, five, whom I took 
around with me and played with in the sandpile and on his parallel 
Meares otlll better I liked Lemuel Hastings Arnold, aged 7. ‘We’ 
went rowing and crabbing together and wrote notes conspiring about 
not much, chiefly to mystify his older sister and younger brother. 
Mature for his years, he was a charming, bright fellow and 
a pleasant companion. On one early morning crabbing tryst, he fell 
out of the boat, much to our dismay, but the water was shallow and 
heaven knows he could swim like a fish. Only his wetness and the 
necessary explanation for it depressed us. 

My older masculine companions were Mr. Mott and Mr. Worth, 
both near neighbors of the Big House. Mr. Mott had white hair and 
a white goatee and was a delightful person; Mr. Worth was tall 
and thin with a game leg and, with his equally dear wife, lived 
in the Worthwhile Cottage just behind little Tennis Lodge. Both 
these gentlemen were over sixty. The three of us played many 
a thrilling croquet match after supper. They were both excellent 
players and enjoyed a deadly rivalry. I took turns playing with 
one against the other, and thus nearly always ruined my partner's 
chances of victory that night. But they were gentlemen of the 
Old school, long-suffering and gallant, and I loved them both, 
finding it impossible to choose between them. 

Quite often Auntie Mame, Uncle Tom, Miss Higgins and I played 
bridge of an evening. Mother had warned me that Uncle Tom hated 
to lose at cards, and I cringed inwardly when I drew him for a 


partner. But, peppery as he sometimes was, he was very patient 
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with me. 

There were two women I made special friends with--a pair of 
delightful little maiden ladies, Miss Loser and Miss Jenkins, who 
shared an attractive grey-shingled house (nearly all the houses of 
the colony were grey-shingled) on top of a bluff overlooking the 
Bay. It was great fun calling on them. They had traveled all 
over the world and lived with glass cases of relics and souvenirs, 
each with a story. And they delighted to tell the tale connected 
with any particular curio you might ask about. Gay, gentle and 
Sweet, they had certainly mastered the art of growing old grace- 
fully. 

Further on were the Dauchy and Miller houses and the magnifi- 
cent grounds of the Bailey estate. This last establishment included 
several de luxe red shale ROR a ate sunken gardens, and a boat- 
house that contained a bowling alley. I rather liked the spoiled, 
Nhandsome young scion, David, about eight, and we got along well, 
though I was aware that his was only the fickle interest of a 
Sovereign in a new face at court. He had a succession of tutors 
who were all short-lived. 

I went to one party at the Dauchy house--it was the birthday 
of Betty, who was about my age. This was a swank affair, and I 
found it both long and painful. I can still see the outside line 
of chauffeurs waiting to convey their little charges home at the 
appointed breakup hour. I had Magnus calling for me with the big 
car and felt almost "comme il faut." 

The occasions for real celebration were weekends when one or 
more of the "four Arnold boys," as Mother called them, appeared. 


Frank, who worked in Providence with the United States Rubber Com- 
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pany, came every weekend; his wife and child, Mary Niles Arnold, 
named for Auntie Mame, were staying at their cottage, The Light- 
house, near the Big House. He was a handsome, quiet chap who, to 
my mind, considerably resembled Douglas Fairbanks, Jr. The other 
three boys were still single. Chick was a lawyer with White and 
Case in New York City, and Billy a test pilot, while Tommy, the 
youngest at 24, worked at something that still remains a mystery 
to me. When they came, they took their meals with us, Sleeping 
in nearby Tennis Lodge, so I really saw something of them. 

Chick's visits were greeted by me with special pleasure. I 
knew him and found him even more fun on further acquaintance. 
Very kindly, he talked to Mother of arranging a scholarship for 
Bill at Hotchkiss, his alma mater, but Bill did not wish to (uf Se a 
a prep school. Chick was greatly beloved by Mother, named as he 
was for her father, and he helped her with any legal advice she 
needed. 

Chick has since recorded what a queer duck he thought me then-- 
and I must have seemed so to most of them, running about in my 
world of dreams, reciting poetry whenever I thought I would not be 
overheard. 

"Gosh, you were a funny kid," Chick exclaimed years later, 
throwing back his head in his characteristic hearty laughter. 
"Only now," he hastened to add, "your ve™outgrown all that." ~ He 
was wrong. Only now I have learned better to conceal it. 

Tommy, too, was good-natured and charming, and I hated to 
see him leave as much as I did Chick. But Billy, especially, won 
my heart the one time that summer I saw him. He was so playful 


and amusing--and less conventional. I woke up one morning to dis- 
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cover he had arrived with a friend in the night. He stayed only 
one day, but he and the attractive young friend took me for a 

Tide in the launch and let me drive. That evening I was thrilled 
by having the friend (twenty-one or so) take me rowing at sunset-- 
he never guessed how much pleasure this gave me, and how romantic 
it made me feel toward him. Billy played tag with me on the huge 
lawn that evening, chasing me laughing and panting about the grass. 
I can still remember losing a shoe as I fled through a hedge. 

In a later episode, when Billy flew down in a little one- 
seater plane, he scared those of us watching him oy landing in a 
rocky meadow. - 

"Hey, did you notice," he called as he climbed out of the plane, 
"IT almost picked off a woodchuck!" 

Delightful Billy, he was always the rebel of the family, break- 
ing tradition by going to M.I.T. instead of Yale. It may even be 
Poae he did: not go to, Hotchkiss’. 

Che oitdodemeteibnat! fins tfisummeérad deikeds alot... She was a 
Be iedin of Auntie Mame's and almost as shy and reserved with stran- 
gers as I was. Her name was Cynthia--Cynthia Webb, I believe. 
she, too, felt herself constrained in the society of girls of her 
Own age, and we took to each other with inarticulate understanding. 
ane, too, it seemed, felt like a poor relation. She was intelli- 
gent and interesting, and mature for her years--and I was especi- 
ally struck with her refreshing pure-mindedness. She was indeed 
a very fine person--I wish I had known her better; I wish I could 
know her today. Unfortunately she stayed only a week. 


Uncle Tom that summer was building a cabin ona little 


freshwater lake, Deep Pond, some four miles inland from the sea. 
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Here all of us, except Dad, spent a couple of weeks the next year. 

Bill's friend Jeannette Platt came and visited us for several days. 
Folks from the colony often came up in the afternoon and sometimes 

in the evening for a freshwater swim in the unbelievably mild 


waters of the pond. 


Here Chick and all of us tried vainly to extract the enormous 
black bass that we saw cruising like dark shadows just offshore. 
Bill and I bait-cast frantically; Chick even tried goldfish, but 
these grandaddies were too smart. Pickerel we did snag from under 
the voluminous lily pads, and Bill caught an eel which he insisted 
on cooking. Though all cut up, it seemed to wriggle in the frying 
pan and he could not get any of the rest of us to taste it. 

In the spring of 1930 Uncle Tom and Auntie Mame celebrated 
their Golden Wedding Anniversary, and their family really made an 
occasion of it. The Arnold tribe everywhere was invited, as well 
fame cnNelir close friends. Mother, Bill and I went down for it. 
The colony houses were all so full that we had to stay in Ida 
Sisson's restaurant and inn, the John Paul Jones, in the nearby 
town of Charlestown. a was Auntie Mame's old Swedish nurse. 
She, her lean fisherman husband, and their daughter Margaret ran 
the place. I believe Ida was a cousin of Magnus. Mother knew 
Ida well from her girlhood days, and they were happy to see each 
other again and catch up with the years. 

Margaret Sisson was then engaged to a young flyer named 
Lundbergh who operated out of the airfield right across the road 
Prom sunet 2 SsOno sonhs cveryone called nim “Lindy.” Later, 
shortly before they were to be married, he was killed in a plane 


crash on his way to Block Island. 
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Nearly everyone came to the weekend Golden Wedding celebration, 
and it was delirious with family reunions. Arnolds were everywhere-- 
it was a delightful madhouse. Mother was in her element and had a 
wonderful time seeing all her beloved family members, some of whom 
she had not seen since her childhood. 

The handsome old couple were toasted and feted to the skies-- 
and worn almost to a frazzle. The four Arnold boys gave them a 
movie camera and all the family scenes were recorded. 

One month later Uncle Tom died. Auntie Mame was inconsolable 
and refused to look at the Golden Wedding movies ever again. She 
had the Arnold family genealogy carefully researched and printed 


Meets e, and she died on October 12, 1935. 
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DUXBURY 


Ever since his boyhood days in Duxbury, Massachusetts, Dad's 
heart had harkened back from time to time to that familiar sea- 
shore. He and Mother spent a summer there in 1915, when Bill was 
just a baby. They lived then in what, because of its yellow 
Beaemt, they called the Fried Egg Cottage on Shipyard Lane. Near 
Powder Point, it was the Emerson family home where Dad's mother's 
Sister, Aunt Nancy, lived in summer and where Dad had spent part 
of early summers. 

The little slocp witn the centerboard shaped for the shallow 
waters of Duxbury we cailed "Carlotta," and Grandpa, who loved 
Sailing almos= as much as did Uncle Tom, was an enthusiastic visitor. 
Mother, too. loved POU ae 

iy ther summer of 1928 the sea hunger grew too strong for Dad 
and, never having nad a real vacation in the seven years since he 
took over the Forest, he and Bill drove to Duxbury for a few days. 
What a shame it was that Mother and Dad could never take even just 
an overnight together. They felt that one of them must always be 
at Forest headquarters. When Shelt, Dood, and I were very young 
we stayed home with Mother. 

When Dad and Bill came back, they had acquired a south shore 
lot and a sailboat. The lot was a quarter-acre of pitch-pine, scrub 
oak and poison ivy on Shipyard Lane, a hundred yards nearer the bay 
than the Fried Egg Cottage, and from the fence they had looked across 
the salt marshes to the sparkling waters of the bay. At night navi- 


gation lights twinkled at them over the water. 
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The boat was the twenty-one foot centerboard sloop which became 
gure pelaved "Eldorado." Beamy and elderly, she was still yare. 

This visit was only the beginning. The next summer I went, too, 
meeevageanco bill-to Duxbury. . Bill and’ L.took turns riding in front 
of our beloved new family roadster, and in the rumble seat in back, 
as Dad wanted plenty of room for negotiating the long drive. When 
Bill and I found it necessary to communicate, as we often seemed to, 
we wrote notes and pressed them against the back window. 

Dad at the beginning of the trip made a proclamation of great 
joy. We could stop for refreshments wherever and whenever we liked, 
and as often! And we could have anything we wanted. We need only 
speak up in time for him to stop where we designated. 

And thus it was that the trips to and from Duxbury were a 
happy succession of gastronomic horrors. Hot dogs, hamburgers, 
pop, ice cream cones, and candy bars followed each other in an 
endless procession down our gullets. Dad usually had a fresh 
fruit orangeade. But he was as good as his word. No matter how 
often we wanted to stop to give attention to the inner man and 
woman, he stopped. 

(We specially loved to patronize the pleasant Dutchland Farms 
roadside stands with their big windmills, They had a wonderfully 
large repertory of ice cream flavors, and we must have sampled 
them all. The story was that one disgruntled discharged Dutchland 
employee vowed to break the owner of Dutchland Farms, and he suc- 
ceeded. His name was Howard Johnson. Everywhere a Dutchland Farm 


stand flourished he eventually he set up his own shop. So ona 
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hundred New England highways, he had a rival establishment 
named for himself, and undersold the Farms. Ina very few years 
not a Dutchland windmill remained open to wave its friendly arms 
along the roadside.) 

At last, after many stops, Bill and I both felt ashamed to 
ask Dad to stop any more, although we still felt quite capable of 
disposing of further ice cream and pop. Dad was, of course, already 
horrified at our capacities, but "having been a boy himself," as he 
occasionally quoted from some pundit, he held his peace. 

uwGenacearisen' very early :for’thatefirst tripvand wereeoff by 
seven a.m. The route we established then was nearly always the one 
followed thereafter, so that we came to know certain landmarks and 
hailed them as old friends. Getting through Providence, Rhode Island, 
was our only real headache. 

We inquired our way through on that first trip--and usually 
managed to have to do it all over again each time. Roads were less 
well-marked then than now. Dad had us ask, and this was rather a 
fearful business. As is inevitable with inquiries, we usually 
managed to pick out strangers just passing through, or those who 
knew nothing. Besides, we could not always grasp the instructions 
and were too shy s ask for elucidation. 

~ICMeeUyiICceeaserturniilet teated pee thirdraraffice light se and 
follow the streetcar tracks--you can't miss it," simple as it 
seemed’to the natives vwas fraught * withyperil for us.o *'"Youcantt 
miss it." Oh, couldn't we! We missed one of the lights or we 
could not find any car tracks. But finally after much anguish and 


uncertainty, we would emerge east of Providence with glad relief, 
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spo feelin ourselves, truly nearing, our. destination,,.with, the. Dodge 
humming its holiday song. Taunton and Middleboro followed, and 
then we were on a road called the King's Highway. It was a royal 
road to us as we reached it almost within sniffing distance of 

the sea. So we came to greet it gleefully on later trips. North 
Carver flowed past us and the landscape began to become pitch-pine- 
and-scrub-oakish, a sure sign of nearby salt water. 

Then at last we would burst joyously into Plymouth and glimpse 
Dpewsperkling waters,of.the bay... Here. our first. official act was 
to buy a local paper--so we could find out about the tides. The 
best way to sail out of Duxbury Bay was to ride out on the falling 
tide--and though we knew we had to work at clearing our lot, there 
were plans afoot for at least one all-day fishing trip. 

me loved the ten, miles. from.Plymouth. to Duxbury. Our hearts 
beat higher at every view of the water; every dooryard with a dory 
Teawensuostance,to.the sea. ..the, air smelled. like. cool clam broth, 
especially if the tide was low, and we delighted in well-sweeps, 
rose-covered, grey-shingled cottages, and ruby-spangled cranberry 
bogs. 

Jimitipatwsuirste tripswe stopped inithe. littie village. of, South 
Duxbury, actually nearer to Shipyard Lane than Duxbury--here Dad 
made arrangements for a room for me at the Wadsworth House, while 
Bill shopped for food. Then we drove the half mile to the Lane 
and rolled up its narrow dirt confines into the tangled brush of 
our lot. Battling our way to a fairly open space under some pines, 
in the lower corner, we soon had a campsite cleared. The tent was 
lugged down and set up, and a fireplace built. Then we all three 


went to the Wadsworth House for dinner. Usually we cooked for our- 


et oh) 
bat iy a i he 


sole bal eh Heat 


x en A 
pe ne ms mi ie 


wn 

ir ' } 

' BY ” : i} } utes : 
} & eer i} new ga) r ew Hi ® Hp bite whi 


i) ‘ash ier A it gn : eT ‘ Ne ay anki ‘by a sine ft 


i ‘ 4 
srs ; 
Aveo hE we bee aa We Wiebe le aahet allie. a) re | 

| Be 

uses igerio tie piGO Be! ey Phaciy ahd beim nerd siieon he PONG sank) ay 
i , eat) Es, ea ober Met opie. wine: 6 a } ‘pond ut, iba 
i yay 3 ba ale adnan Defoe alain asia ic ne ay yy iee 12 emis Hi : 
ye a cuaeane ‘Wea FN Tudor eR eae ions dow gerd dling. ' 
" £4 7 ls i Mi ass\ 4 ul Wl SR Re in QE TPHSQ ftaaol = t, 


f co] as P Die 
Kan hk Os?! weet Mey aac Bit. ae Rw ee NOS 1 Ye dain Lee Oe 
“Tt De ? . , 


) & { ' ! » + “1 o uy ‘ el "i a yee al 
ern TOL a Le Gy ® Apne ot aw ony WEG. Se, FRU T 


wy 


j Nk ; ‘ ip) a as 
etrest SRO SAU cod Adana y PS: met SALEM OMe Bie Se at 4, 
| mya ae r kas 
eae : wr" var ‘ 4 ne) 7. aoe id teee 
7) 4 ih a qi distor a4 VAP ahh y ts ye ie a 4 ae ayit TS we LL é re ‘wv ~4 2k vengicd 4 y 


i iad (bali bade FOV. i is Pay dy to say Pa é we 
si ca a ii a rah a D+ Loe) Bre 1 bo: aX 4 & AD ar, 8 ee r, 
ya) { 


; j ay , 
Weate mad ae phe Tes ome iw: et 4868. ore? O35 ooRR Ree ” 


scomaviii cy a iptie gb om, Gre mete RW posts EP otf ite 


xregnaae. balan: inal Ob ~ 89909 309 bedigertite +¥eTR’ orinoosil 


ial Oe ered fA) ae wired & 
an ath none ys a a ae 
i * 
at er a a, / aga Ay (wee pik & aan, peagocie, “ys HA Gems 1) JaAF figy, 
rua hg 


i : 
fi Tih 


‘a So bal ac omy ST aaa “ ing eens x ‘baat van i 
py ms f cite ny bee) aa al Aus ta miner ners oe 
Thee rf o) } 


Py hepato HRC) oma Ae m 
Pera Ni i Ne das oa snail Ala 
iG vib 7 rhs weit e ue ae 


us 


me) dy ate Aud 
dD ie an P eke) Mel ny binge hi vA 

a, ai) biayl ; th | ti ip ‘ . ba rid i) i ip ey ad hy Ny a: wah: 
i y aM A i) We Pee ei i een i) i iu i 


aay Re ae 
é i 


it ia sh ij 
i We ey 


a oe 


403 


Seaveswreuutewere all’ tog tired thac might atter the: trip "tosattempe 
it. By a common consent that satisfied us both, Dad and I agreed 
that he should occupy the hotel room and I stay with Bill in the 
tent. 

After dinner we went some 200 yards down to the beach at the 
end of the Lane, and looked it all over. It was a sandy swimming 
beach at high tide, and at low water clams were dug there. Bill 
had vastly amused Dad, and inadvertently the bystanders, on the 
earlier visit when he had unearthed his first bivalve. With a 
shriek of joy, he had raced up the beach to Dad, waving it trium- 
phantly aloft and screeching, 

meee got one!. I've got one!" 

He could hardly believe he could find a real clam by himself. 
Later I, too, found this a wonderful experience. 

In among the slippery eelgrass were dead horseshoe crabs, 
quite weird and very different from the kind I had seen and gone 
netting for at Charlestown. Dad pointed out the sturdy shape of 
Bug Light way down the bay toward Plymouth. And the recurrent 
flash from the revolving DesCORMOMmeGr rier Mont. rar Ott, also 
toward Plymouth but on land, we saw from another angle the tall 
plinth of the Myles Standish Monument which we had glimpsed from 
Bre Car. We rather relished the standard joke about it. ‘It was 
Said to be the highest monument in the world--Myles above the sea! 
One year poor Myles was struck by lightning, and his head rolled 
off, much to the consternation of the South Shore people. 

Tugging restlessly at her mooring some hundred feet offshore, 
was the gaff-rigged "Eldorado" herself which I was thrilled to behold. 


There was a three-quarter tide and Bill launched the new dinghy and 


rowed me out through the breeze-ruffled water. It was my first 
serious view of a sailboat, and I saw that it was good, though the 
beauty of sail-clad mast and the magic of winged motion were still 
Beouesseds A Trew other sailing craft, catboats and*sloops, with 
several small power boats sown in among them, also rode at nearby 
moorings, but with the partiality of possession we found it obvious 
that the "Eldorado" was better than all these. 

We returned to shore and beached the dory (generic term on 
Cape Cod for dinghy). It was getting dark as we reached our tent 
and Dad sat with us a few minutes, watching the flashing channel 
buoys, the swing of Gurnet, and the steady red light down the 
harbor which meant that the Bug Light was doing its starr Then 
Dad took the car to return to the Wadsworth House, and Bill and I 
feerres to Gtir™tent, though not, like’ Achilles, to sulk! 

mie memory of that first trip’does not easily separate itself 
trom others which came later, except that it was full of my dis- 
@eters. tI wonder that I had the’ courage to return to Duxbury after 
the miseries I brought on myself and Dad on that first trip. Every- 
thing I did seemed to go wrong. The wooden thole pins that we used 
instead of oarlocks in the dory, I laid trustingly down at the 
water's edge (lakes don't have tides) and they floated away ona 
Tising tide. I lost one of the three bowls in our camping set over- 
board. In struggling too vigorously with the bilge pump, it broke 
in my hand. I was frequently desperately seasick. And finally, 
despite warnings and the precaution of wearing gloves, I contracted 
such a bad case of poison ivy that Dad and Bill were ashamed to be 
seen with me. Strangers fled from me in fear of some loathsome 


disease, so everywhere we went Dad hastened to explain loudly, 
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My cheeks puffed way up and out, and my eyes became SLiUs aay 
mands, too, were afflicted and itched horribly. Nor was this my 
only ivy poisoning. Apparently the plant had marked me for its own; 
I had only to look at it and it sprang upon me with a chortle of glee. 

Yet despite all these miseries, I loved Ouxbury from the first-- 
the boat, the sailing, the deep-sea fishing, the bathing, even our 
lot which nourished my deadly foe. 

After the second or third visit we were able to leave our tent 
at home, as a little cottage had been constructed. Actually this 
was a two-car garage with a bathroom and sink. The floor on one 
Side was cement, on the other, wood. Full length along the east 
wall ran a wooden bench with many drawers, and there were shelves 
above it. We still had our little two-burner gasoline camp stove 
for cooking. Three folding cots, three folding chairs, and a card 
table comprised the rest of the furnishings. It was several years 
before Mother added a bedroom. We dreamed of some day building a 
house down in the corner with, the view of the bay, but in the 
interim the little garage-cottage was a happy camping ground. 

One night in Duxbury, after a consultation with the local paper, 
we were planning to rise at 5:30 a.m. in order to get away from our 
mooring by 6:30 with a half-tide to go out on. Dad bought an inex- 
pensive alarm clock to wake us up and we turned in SIs seat) Gomer 
could not get to sleep. More than the exciting promise of the next 
day's fishing trip, the unfamiliar ticking of the clock bothered me. 
I tossed and turned, burying my head in the pillow, trying vainly 
Co smut out the solind. Pinally, in’ desperation I told Dad of the 
problem. 


"It's just an idea you have that the clock keeps you awake," 
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Ueaoesatoomes eon: cy Chink, OTs iivesean enemy. ° Think of it aswaetriends 
watching over you through the night." 

With a child's impressionable mind, this new concept took hold, 
and I was soon asleep. Hamlet was right when Shakespeare had him say, 

metnere is nothing either good or bad but thinking makes it so." 

These all-day trips out into Cape Cod Bay were wonderful experi- 
ences. We leapt out of bed at the early call, and the speed was 
amazing with which breakfast, the beds, and the dishes were dispatched. 
All other preparations had been made the night before--our codlines 
neatly wound on sticks, lunch assembled, and a number of clams dug 
for. bait. 

So now we piled into the Dodge with tackle and oars and drove 
the short distance to the beach, eyeing the trees eagerly for the 
reassuring sway of a oon We soon had the dory dragged to the 
water's edge and loaded, and we all sprang in. Duxbury Bay looked 
bright and dewy-eyed under a new sun. The Eldorado, as we approached 
her, seemed impatient to be off; bobbing in the light waves, her un- 
failing instinct putting her bow into the eye of the wind. 

Once on board the boat, we streamed the "dink" out behind and 
"stowed the duffle." Dad was a great stickler for good seamanship 
and we were constantly reminded that the boat must be kept shipshape 
at all times. 

When the sails had been run up, the centerboard was lowered, 
but only a few inches until we were out from the mooring. Dad, now 
at the tiller, took the sheets loosely in his hand as Bill scrambled 
forward, and he gave the word to cast off. (We usually towed the 
dory so we could row ashore sometimes to swim--and there was always 
a chance of seasickness among the crew, when getting both feet on 


land was our only salvation.) 
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Duxbury Bay is very shallow--at low tide nearly all of it is 
out of water except for a narrow river winding down to, and around, 
Bug Light. Even at half-tide, we kept to the channel, except when 
we cut across vicious old Captain's Flat with raised centerboard 
to avoid going the long way around Bug Light. This we usually did 
if the tide was not too far out, and the breeze seemed sufficient 
to speed us along. More than once an oar helped us over a spot 
where the bottom briefly scraped. Woe betide us, indeed, if we had 
been hung up, as the outgoing tide would have left us high and dry 
to broil in the sun until the making tide returned some five or six 
hours later to float us again. 


Dad had experienced a rare phenomenon the summer he and Mother 


Seetreany thestriedsEgg Cottages | Out,salone»in,the "Carlotta," he had 


been caught in a waterspout. Another time the boat had become 
Grounded on Captain's Flat. Dad had stepped out to push her off 
and he had been left stranded in the mud, standing waist deep in 
the Bay like Triton. While Mother and Grandpa, who was along that 
rip, sailed around outside Gurmet light until the tide came in, 
Dad waited until he could Finally walk ashore. 

Dad told us also about the "mackerel run" they had enjoyed 
that same summer. The Bay had become almost solid with mackerel. 
The water was alive with them. But for a while, for some reason, 
they ignored the baits of hopeful fishermen. Then, as if at a pre- 
arranged signal, they all began to bite at once. Fishermen all 
over the Bay started hauling them up. They could not pull them in 
fast enough, and as often as the bait was returned to the water 
it was instantly seized. Even bare hooks were attacked. A finger 


dipped into the water would have been snapped up. It was a wild 
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half hour of feverish activity and boats began to sink low in the 
water from their fishy loads. Then, as suddenly as it began, the 
meng. ceased. Clouds of dark forms could still be seen in the 
water, but there was nary a nibble. That was the end. But every- 
one went home with an unbelievably rich catch, achieved in the 
space of some thirty minutes. Bill and I listened delightedly to 
this tale and dreamed of encountering such a happy moment. 

So familiar was he with the Bay and its idiosyncracies from his 
childhood sailing days, Dad never carried a chart; and it was a 
mighty good place in which to have local knowledge, so tricky were 
the shoals. Now slipping down the winding channel, Bill and I noted 
with pleasure the familiar landmarks. Way off over the port beam 
was High Pines. Here Dad and Bill had once tried to have a picnic 
lunch. Anchoring off the beach, they rowed ashore and walked up 
to the edge of the pleasant pine woods. Scarcely had they seated 
themselves and drawn out food, however, than an army of mosquitoes 
descended. They were infinitely larger than the Massachusetts 
mountain breed; the sandwiches were taken out of their hands and 
large chunks of their anatomy followed, or so the two reported. 
Catching up the remains of their lunch and themselves, they fled 
gown the beach and into their "lifeboat," slapping. all the way. 

And they rowed frantically out until the good sea breeze dispelled 
their pursuers. 

On Clark's Island, to port, was The Red House on Clark's Island 
we often referred to. Farther on were the "Horse Market" and "Cow 
Pasture" where the water went every-which-way in wild indecision. 

We liked to look at Bug Light as we drew nearer. It stood ona pile 


of rock where Duxbury Bay and Plymouth Bay met. We had taken many 
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pictures of it and rowed up close to study its weird and sturdy 
shape. It was painted red, an indication it should be taken Ee 
port going down the channel, and to starboard when heading home. 

A good breeze was, perhaps, coming over the starboard bow on 
this trip, and it was a close-haul on the starboard tack with an 
occasional coming-about when the channel took a turn to windward. 
By Captain's Flat, we pulled up the centerboard part way, eased 
off the wind and started to reach across it, to pass Saquish Head 
Ea pert and Bug Light to starboard. Looking down through the 
Narrow centerboard trunk we could see the pellucid shallow water 
betwixt us and the flat. But we fled Safely over it, and were 
soon heading almost due east to slip past Gurnet out into Cape Cod 
Bay. We looked in at the warm gold sand of Saquish Beach; some- 
times we stopped there to swim on the way back. We had seen our 
first starfish there, cast up on the sand. And there we sometimes 
hurried to calm unhappy stomachs. 

Looking overside into the darkness of deeper water, we were 
alert to big jellyfish undulating along like umbrellas, with 
festoons streaming out behind, huge editions of the kind that 
haunted Charlestown's waters. In the repulsive center, usually 
QGlowed a dark red spot like an indistinct eye which we thought to 
be a stinger. The fear of these: slimy fellows kept us from enjoy- 
ing a swim off the boat in the Bay, though occasionally, when it 
became very hot, we sprang overside anyhow and allowed ourselves 
to be towed briefly along behind the boat on a rope. Once we saw 
such a gooey monster lying on Duxbury Beach and stood at a safe 
distance, looking down upon it with many a goose-pimple of fear 


and wonder. When the anchor line once came up through such a 
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one, the slime came off on my hands and eventually, as usual, went 
to my mouth. The disagreeable taste stung and stayed with me many 
hours, like Jack-in-the-Pulpit root. 

On our first sails, when the boat heeled in a Gust or as a 
stiffer breeze sprang up, Bill and I would scuttle from leaward to 
windward, not relishing the green water bubbling by so near. Dad 
would laugh and say our weight made little difference, but we felt 
safer on the upper side. The wake would boil back with a rush from 
our speeding stern, and the dink's bow rise higher from the water. 
The old mast would creak from the straining sail, and the helm 
would fight a little in the steersman's hand. 

Il especially recall one day when Dad and I took the Eldorado 
out for an all-day fishing trip with Dood along as supercargo (he 
was only six or so then). Bill apparently was not along this time. 
Dad sensed a coming squall in the clouding Ske uhauladngidniour 
cod lines, we upped sails and anchor and scudded for home before 
an increasing wind. Dad told me to double-check every halyard to 
see that it could run freely if we had to get the mainsail down 
io a hurry. 

It started to rain lightly and Dad, putting on his oilskins, 
looked as salty as the bronze fisherman at aetcest er who looks 
out over the harbor from his pedestal. Dood was asleep up under 
the ample bow. I sat ready for orders ina raincoat, sou'wester 
and bare feet. (No footwear is as efficient on shipboard as 
that which Nature gave.) 

The skipper was hoping to get us inside Gurnet before the 
storm broke. Just outside, however, the heavens opened up and 
emptied down barrels of rain. The storm center, a dark area of 


grey ploughed water, was moving rapidly toward us. wWhang--and 
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she hit! The boat shuddered stem to stern, Violently heeling over. 

"DOUsSeeths maint" Daderoared, sand si sprang forward to pluck 
the cleated halyards free. Up through the pullies they fled--down 
came flapping, fighting canvas. As I gathered in the wet folds, 

I looked at Dad--his face was always an excellent barometer, recording 
inward as well as outward pressures). He grinned at me. 

"The mast almost went that time," he called out. "We're all 
rPaght’ now." 

The unbelievable calm of reduced speed spread like lassitude 
Over us, though the wind still blew fiercely. The little jib pulled 
like a team of horses, her taut little belly a noble curve. 

We limped into the lee of Gurnet on the foresail, pitching-and 
rolling in the heavy following sea. The storm had passed over, but 
a stiff, steady breeze remained. Putting a reef in the mainsail we 
were able to raise it again and were blown home up the winding 
channel in record time. | 

On pleasant days, with a good but not too lively wind, Dad 
would let Bill and me take turns at the tiller. This delighted 
us, and we kept our eyes glued to the mainsail's luff as Dad 
instructed, ever watchful for the warning flutter that meant we 
were standing too close to the wind. 

There are few experiences so cUetat ings Uorthee spiritie as 
Slipping along through sunny, gem-strewn water under taut white 
wings. The world is yours and everything that's in it. Mundane 
worries recede with the shoreline. And your being centers on 
water, wind and sky--and the channel buoys; on the sea you have 
to know what you are doing. You can often get away with bluff on 


shore, but if there is any chink in your armor, the sea will find 
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you out. It is a game where you Play only with Nature, and she 
makes the rules. Woe to the foolish mortal who breaks one of the 
Tules. It can be serious--and it can be fatal. 

Dad was never, never sick at Jeu~—NGwadever. Lt was almoee 
indecent the way his stomach Kept its self possession long after 
ours had lost everything. If there is a feeling worse than being 
seasick, we have yet to be introduced. Dad could tell when we were 
beginning to become unhappy. On days of swell, this was usually a 
short time after we anchored to fish. A melancholy settled over 
Our features; we gazed pensively seaward, our lines held in nerve- 
less fingers. Soon we would give up fishing altogether, and fall 
to a sad perusal of the water. Still worse followed. I especi- 
ally recall one day when I had eaten anise "Lifesavers" on the 
outward journey. These now returned in a loathsome purple form. 

At such times we hated to think of Dad's Favorite seasick 
story, but could not seem to Delete wEEueolde ot COUSIN Bill's 
sad fate when out in a FAShing Doat. His final downfall, or 
should I say upheaval, came at the pronouncement by some hard- 
hearted soul of the words "gasoline soup." 

At such seasick moments, the Powers of smell and suggestion 
are too good. The aroma of clams was highly objectionable, and 
even the sight of Dad's bright cheeriness did not Ded pt diately 
he would agree to stop Fishing and sail in to where we could row 
ashore. Once this had been accomplished it took only about ten 
minutes on the beach to fully restore us. Then we would COmr Lous 
back "outside" again afishing, and be sick no more that day. 


Usually we sailed out beyond Gurnet some five miles--some- 
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times far enough to see the monument at Provincetown rising like 
a straw out of the watery horizon. Dropping anchor overside into 
some 120 feet of water, we doused the two sails and furled them. 

For sea fishing we used handlines. A clam-baited hook, a 
quarter-ounce sinker, and some hundred and fifty feet of line 
were all we needed. The clams were kept cool under the bow in a 
pail of moist seaweed. As in lake fishing we sounded for depth 
with a sinker, and let our baited hooks dangle some five or ten 
Peeeeotf the ocean floor., Then, sitting out on the fore or 
after deck, with one hand held over the side, we hoped to catch 
from the mysterious underworld some of the creatures that swam in 
her secret depths. 

More awe-inspiring than the lake was this setting, as we never 
knew, when we felt a tug, what manner of monster might be visiting 
our hooks. After a hearty yank in response, it was exciting to 
feel a weight on the line and haul up some unknown fish from some 
twenty or twenty-five fathoms. We caught occasional tom-cod and 
haddock. These we kept. But more often up came dogfish or a repul- 
Sive sculpin. These species we approached very gingerly, hesitat- 
ing to lay hands on them on account of their spikes and spines. 

These poor captured fish were far unhappier out of water even 
than freshwater fish, for their bodies wererbuilt. tonlive under 
thousands of pounds of water pressure, and they were stunned at 
the atmospheric change. 

One lucky fishing day, first Dad and then I pulled up wonder- 
ful specimens of haddock, weighing five or six pounds. While small 
according to fishermen's standards, to Bill and me they were enor- 


mous. I can recapture still the excitement of hauling in the big 
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flashing fish through one hundred and twenty feet of water-- 
and I grieved for Bill to whom no such monster was vouchsafed. 

Sailing home in the afternoon, sometimes we encountered the 
big steamer, the "Betty Alden," which plied the waters between 
Plymouth and Boston. Some 150 feet long, she seemed a trans- 
oceanic vessel to us; we liked to wave to the crowds that thronged 
her high decks. We always begged Dad to pass as close to her as 
ne dared. Even though the littlest sailboat has the right of way 
over an oceanliner, or any power-driven vessel, it is usually the 
Detter part of a sailor's valor not to invoke his privilege ‘too far. 

The afternoon of our Big Fish, we and the "Betty Alden" passed 
each other quite closely, so Bill and I casually picked up the 
heavy haddock and held them high, hoping that all on board the 
steamer might admire our splendid catch. I remember how this amused 
Dad who was, as most often, at the tiller. Some of the many pas- 
sengers crowding the rails waved and yelled unintelligible words 
which we took for approbation as we laid the fish away more tenderly 
than before. 

Mas *bigtcatch was “on “cnewofiour earky trips), ‘for we were! still 
tenting. I remember preparing the haddock in some kind of fish 
chowder over an open fire. We all ate my concoction until "our 
eyes met,"--and still there was more. We finally had to bury the 
remains under the shrubbery. 

Eating lunch on the Eldorado was always delightful. Our 
stock in trade seems to have been deviled ham sandwiches--probably 
because making them put no strain on my feeble culinary resources. 
Even now, the smell and taste of deviled ham transports me back to 


those carefree times. We also took along plain buttered bread, 


heemort iad 4an inca) 434 oF pie Nh nats of. \OSeeV BHF 


wa bon ae ch 
ay | 
oye , We 
Pe ta M's 
ae. ae 
oe an 
on DAS 


i 1 bi ‘i 


: ch Ei * 
oat eae Taal abt it 


Au ; Aue 
Kapow’ aid arcu nae way ey my nie yen 
eed: 8 aomdva ave sanod Foes oat enag farmed sii Hi “e 


4 
is" J 


‘ Asks 


Wy 


We it mimedil 


j 
- 


‘eer od giawdits ms aR ey meee wae: aigowe ¢ ovets <> ih 2s at ip oy 


iW { ib cf 
we YO SDE BEA wer Reinert ty juetay eh and poet cove |. hone 


4) B t 4 5 A . + : ee 
yee $1) et ane: ae ew ON Date Tew. WINE) DOG ns Line a ve 
} j ee Wi Hak : ’ p ; 
gud ‘Bowl tv die) Rit 8 vel oe ton Wotan le” sel ibe # TO $08R eee 


' / M rh 1@ 
DERG M iyaty (0 qaege wid SY ne CORD EE See Fe. Rote Te aT 


PA! He hawota Viteuern ft bee, LASe ne yeheaois etthm: Carolee 


7 , “ar 


OAL TRE wt reid ide. hort peraed dodd went viet One dnote: 


yay iti t a wert iedibnidin rt mile he oe mae lage ae wr? Pia sam 7 
7 he pi me We 4 eine reaflz? off Fa lL hetto Deen ee. ee a 

4 
bo ie,) edits a Ate Yel iey Hoe Beye 29807 Ss Oniewore avs me 

: va 

' ) ee : 
9 cd ane a OE Diet ww ea nad Perio 194s 79) Hoo} am, Anke 
ye ( Hy Da pee) i he SHS A eauted ae 
: 7s! man! rc hi ' i : ; a | 


itew nal amd at) ttm | 20 i is wi tO eM, alee a Te p29 acer mi - 
ea ae 


rig i i in i BEM benne ihe Ap a) ted sity by daeae ty teennee dT aE Im 


PANE | 
asa Lbting f he vende in pie in Ldn a peo ra she Tene " 

+e d ae ii io phen a : 7m” 
| veh a . Ce a 4 GH ule oui Livi th baal read 


wiht! f 
; ie? ay ; at hy “es » Ys yy % 


ea ie, asad 4 abe om saa 


J 


cet (Ate 

a an) 
Lae latad , i rae ay 
tnt i yea mt iy 


nn ae 


415 


and cooked bacon over a little Sterno stove, tightly wedged into 
place on the’ seat. With a sea, this cooking was a hazardous busi- 
ness. Bottles of milk, canned fruit and cookies usually completed 
our meals--certainly the canned fruit was inevitable, and was kept 
deliciously cool by being lowered on codlines far below the sur- 
face. 

One afternoon when the fishing proved unprofitable, we sailed 
in to parallel the land from Gurnet Light north to Duxbury Beach. 
The warm bright sand was inviting, the green sea besought our hot 
limbs. Anchoring in some ten feet of water, Bill and I dived over- 
board and swam ashore, to chase each other over the hard beach. 
Then we returned to the boat with several white stones and dove for 
them through the clear, sunny water. Dad was always kindly appre- 
ciative of our aquatic efforts, and we strove for ever greater 
Feats. We begged him to swim with us, but he declined with the 
rhetorical question, 

"Can a knife blade swim?" 

Often we dreamed of sailing the twenty-five miles from Duxbury 
to Provincetown. We often spoke of this, planning how we would 
spend the night in the quaint old town and sail back the next day. 

"Before we go," Dad would say, "we must get a new and longer 
anchor line, and a new bilge pump--and a couple of new halyards." 

Alas, this was a projected voyage which never came to pass. 

Bill and I always felt a deep affinity for the buoys. Know- 
ing Kipling's "Bell Buoy" by heart, we took a great. interest in 
the sturdy and lyric objects and often asked Dad to pass very 
close so that we might take a good look at them. Once when the 
wind was light and the boat moving slowly, Bill and I rowed out 


to one and climbed aboard. The gas-powered buoys with their 
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winking lights, and even the uninspired black and red "nuns" and 
"cans" were our friends, as well as guides. 

Dad loved the whistling buoys--and was sorry to see that all 
those he remembered as a boy had given place to bells. The soli- 
tary whistler's call had haunted his young life by the sea, as the 
whip-poor-will and the bold peak of Mt. Chocorua had fascinated 
and "tormented" him on land. And driven by the same stirred SO rie 
he tried to give it voice in his own tongue. (Oddly enough, he 
wrote this before Kipling's "Bell Buoy" poem appeared.) 

Rocking ever on the tides, 
Astride of the ebb and flow, 
By the reef the whistler rides 
Where the great ships go; 
Listen how he b-o-o-ms, and b-o-o-ms! 
Like the breathing of the sea. 
Yonder in the fog he looms, 
Swaying dolefully. 
Ships may pass him without end 
As they go between the lands, 
But the whistler has no friend 
On the lonely sands. 
Men I think that there must be 
To whom the buoy's fate is known-- 
Moored forever out at sea, 
By a reef--alone. 
In the one phrase "like the breathing of the sea," it seemed to 
me he had captured a whole realm. The sounding buoy is the heart- 
beat of the ocean, part of the universal rhythm translated into 
eewrltdscalP "that is, invMitself}atpoem. 

One of the hazards of sailing, especially to neophytes like 

Bill and me, was "picking up" the mooring when we came in. We 
had a boat hook for the purpose, and Dad accomplished the diffi- 


cult approach maneuvers with the skill of an old hand, coming up 


into the wind at just the right moment with the sheets running 
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free so that we slipped slowly up within reach. But Bill and I 
seemed to find a mental hazard in snagging the little wooden 
Buuvse LYING. OUtL. On the bow, weawould Teach out,wildly for. .it., 
See out falling overboard in our eagerness to get it on the 
Beost try and hold on. Missing a mooring was, we had been 
told, the sure sign of a "landlubber," and this was an epithet 
we wished above all to avoid. 

At first Bill and I delighted in the swell from passing 
motorboats as they tossed us about in their wake, but we soon 
came to recognize them for the pests they were. They seem especi- 
ally abominable when you are becalmed. They roar saucily near 
as if to flaunt their superiority, and their wash spills from 
your sails even the little wind that you have. And sea-motorists 
never seem to realize that while at anchor you are probably fish- 
ing and would like to be given a wide berth. 

Whenever we passed near another sailboat, we lifted our hands 
in greeting, having a warm feeling for these spiritual kinsmen. 
On hot cloudless days we would take off our clothes and sun-bathe 
meecne. oottom of the boat, Bill or I standing a trick at the 
maneeil™ to enable Dad to get in om the ultra-violet rays. At 
the approach of a speedboat, though, we hurried to drape our- 
selves, for, as likely as not, it would all but rub beams with 
us in its exuberant thoughtlessness. 

Once during every Duxbury sojourn we went to Plymouth for a 
real shore dinner. The policy that we could have anything we 
wanted to eat continued all through our holiday--Dad gave us 
ample funds and turned us loose in the abundance of grocery and 
drug stores. So we lived on everything we loved best. Our meal, 


though, in the Pilgrim Cafe was the gastronomic high spot of the 
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trip. For this treat we slicked up and rode joyously into the 
historic old town. 

Usually we began our meal with heaping plates of steamed 
Clams. Dipped in melted butter they were luscious and we had no 
fears for their freshness. After this we wrestled with our con- 
sciences over which delectable entree would be permitted to 


seduce us. And so with dessert. 


All together those Duxbury trips have an enduring aura of magic 


and excitement. We hated pulling away from the dear little boat 
for the last time. Looking back, our hearts yearned over her 
plain but beloved lines as she rode tranquilly at her mooring, 
little suspecting our defection. It might have comforted her to 
know how much it hurt us to leave. 

shutting up the little cottage, with the blinds closing its 
bright eyes, was another sad affair, and the roll-away down 
Shipyard Lane was a lump-in-the-throat~producing drive. Our 
spirits hung low all the way to Plymouth and on along the King's 
Highway. Only when the last hint of salt was lost, and we began 
to go up into the hills--only then could we call our thoughts 
back from behind us and turn them happily ahead toward home-- 
to Swann Forest in Monterey--and "I wonder how Mother's been get- 
ting along?" 

Yes, heaven does lie about us in our infancy.: Many of us 
regret that we must daily travel farther from the past--that all 
things change and seem to become less than they have been. But, 


as Dad said in "In Aeternum," 
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sands are ever moving in the wind, 

rivers hurry downward to the shore; 

Lides rola, and them roll cut once mare: 
Srrantval ene, GU CL ley can “fang > 

hours speed, nor ever glance behind; 


Upon the coast the endless breakers roar; 


The 


maize is reaped and sown; out through the Door 


Cities and states and men forever wind. 


Yet 
The 
The 
The 
The 


may the sand lie soon where it has lain; 
river is renewed upon the hill; 

moon will keep her watch in wax and wane; 
geen Ore Otedn pscands/ as still as still. 
beauty of the dawn, the joys of men 


(Their sorrows, too) are born and born again. 
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helping 


Ev 


1922 


Bill collecting sap, spring, 


and Ev bringing in the sap, spring, 1927 


Bill, Bob, 


Mother and Dad ready for town, 1925 


es osha 


Lyndon Arnold 
Mother's Father 


Shelton, Evalyn, and Gordon, 1927 


Dood with his load of wood 
February, 1926 


“"Hand-Out" for a Chickadee 
February, 1926 


George Brett and his Horses 
pull our Ford out of the drifts, Winter 
1931 


Shelt, Ev, Dood, and Bill, 1929 


Bill with axe on skis, February, 1925 


William Ford Manley,Cousin Bill, 1926 


The Manleys: top step, Cousin Bill 
Second row, Armenell, Mary (Bill's sister),Mother 
Bottom, Bill Stafford, Ev, Desa (our Boston Terrier), 1922 


William Stafford, Dad's actor father, 
with photos of his various theatrical roles, ca. 1892 


Mother at sixteen, 1903 


Mother as Mother at 33, 1920 


Shelt and Ev, 1928 


The Road to the Lodge, September, 1929 


Bill and small-mouthed black bass 


September, 1932 


Shelt, age 12, 1939 


Mother, "La Chatelaine,” as Dad called her in this picture, 1925 


Bob and Ev, Winter, 1926-27 
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Ev, Dood, Bill, Shelt, 1928 


Mother Plumbeous Vireo feeding babies, Spring, 1928 
Photo by our ornighologist Dad 


Dood with four baby red squirrels, May, 1935 


The "Big Fish," Ev on the Eldorado, Duxbury, 1929 
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DAD EPILOGUE 


In 1941, when Dad had served 20 years as Swann Forest super- 
intendent, he retired. After Mother's death in 1939, with 
three of the four children out of the nest, he found the Forest 
a lonely place. 

The State appointed Dad's assistant, Tommy Thompson, his re- 
placement. 

At first, he stayed several months at the small family vaca- 
tion home at Duxbury, Massachusetts, until other places from other 
times beckoned, and he sold the Duxbury dwelling. Dad then began 
a atau journey of nostalgia, visiting scenes where he and Mother 
had spent happy times in their early years of marriage----Boulder, 
Colorado; Tucson, Arizona; and Santa Barbara, California, where he 
decided to settle. 

World War II ended, his children followed him to the coast, and 
provided him with companionship the three last decades of his life. 

He led a very simple life there, mostly in two places which 
fulfilled the love of nature which made his life at Swann Forest 
so rewarding and successful. First, a small beach cabin in the 
nearby sparsely-populated Goleta area (the new UCSB campus nearby 
was to drive rents too high), then an even more remote mountain- 
top aerie overlooking Santa Barbara and the ocean which had been 
his front-yard neighbor in Goleta. 

During these Santa Barbara years, Dad's retirement was a period 
of extraordinary creativity. He mastered Latin, to make up for 
lack of proficiency in it during school days. He enjoyed trans- 


lating such familiar, latter-day writings as Lincoln's "Gettysburg 


a " Mis f} rhe 
ail sean if i ia 


vi aie me La ae an Sa bt reste AM a 


Aaa et ry ‘ ‘igs, a a i098, paste, ~ «a 


i hal 


winter's) beh ina iy Saati sid He stig ea it ‘be, “se wats 2 
| | ; cy NO ie de mains he 
ae f ff ot wiht aot, ‘nami ‘4 Pasi spies oe : aie morte ogee pens 


pol # 


bh & J 
Bi ] } . ured ED wl 
Viet Hy } ; . ; : if ' i mn! 


a j : Paya | i ; 2 ‘ { 
RDM 2 DIE lid eae a shite a) Jie ae Re CER IS eee Vagal, 


ii eh ee Ra NT aha widen i ee thas param ie ep as i Peto ye wo ; bi 
ue 1 
AR me Ce i y | ie it Nye ‘pou, bine ak js (OE fe: be 
VOLTS 4 bette, ey Seated mite ner hy i! iV eee i Ae we ee Nailed Led an 
R ais bibed - aT hers ba ib Va dalah ihe 4 oul 2 rani va 
ie 


ot Bit, eee Paty OC ee Ch” oe aes Ce NY Toe Gy natty ee yy 


ototee ou | 


sh 


Bina 5 eee MR hit a eat ult Nae bi Attn wile ,OaaTe Wah) ee tea 
EP Ei ib HoT Robe OTe hae aint, Cin gia pinehe Scuuyve: titetn relray i i 


i 
wT) 


prude 


tips bt avin La Na com iden ee! dioeeh Vee ae tee, 
DOT HMB i 8 by daft alee shih Ah ie ip) 8 mele tf ma 
wd yk, ei Thad ade Be ns ibgiiee ars siaak aa 
eS bn suis aesaht “ee wea), ‘ile eo, he | wt ae wt i 
pe dda re ipalonen ‘pecs dil et eur ‘esaen! bas 


ys oh : | ie i |; j vr 
cred age 4 debe ‘whee’! i ue bie ain biigd Dineen we 
Ny a, } ‘ ” mi ye A) ue pie tal! 
me aia i a qi ny Oy Bi iiniehs eye a 


brah A, dae, AA aloe a: 
UP ath ae ae hy Bi wv iene ae Wi ‘ih : 


? - Scene ay , 
yeni alee ne Pip 


mt ee bie 


Hi i at | 


Wis 


Dad Page <z. 


Address" into that ancient language, and rendered the first three 
Books of Virgil's AENEID into English. He got such pleasure 

from that, he turned to Greek and learned it from scratch on his 
own so he could translate the inspirations for the AENEID, Homer's 
TLIAD .and.ODYSSEY. He studied the Indians, an interest inherited 
with Indian blood from his paternal lineage. He wrote a series of 
poems, along with prose pieces, about nature and his philosophy of 
nature. He copied nature with pencil and pastels and watercolor 
and camera. 

At last, he left all these as a treasure for his family, as well 
as the example of a mind which continued keen and inquiring Bagel 
all aspects of life until the end. 

Dad was a husband for twenty-nine years, a widower for thirty- 
Seven. His constant interest in life helped him survive the lonely 
loss of his beloved Edith without remarrying. In 1964, he honored 
her memory by the donation in her name, with the loving concurrence 
of his children, to the Commonwealth of Massachusetts, of an 80- 
acre tract of wooded family land abutting Swann Forest, so it would 
remain in perpetuity a part of that sanctuary. 

Careful in his health habits, he lived, independent, in his 
mountain home, with many family visits, until the last few days. 
His children agree Dad, simple in his tastes, clear of thought and 
spirit, at one with nature, was the only practising philosopher 
they have ever known. 

He died peacefully of old age, after only a week in the hospi- 


talewOnsAUGUSt a) ,001976,at 89 years, 209 days. 
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WILLIAM EPILOGUE 


After Corashire and graduation therefrom, I went on to 
Searles High School in Great Barrington, boarding in town the 
first year in a rented room across the Housatonic River from 
Searles. During the next one-and-a-half years, Mother drove 
me and Ev, who had started attending Bryant Grammar School, in 
town together, until I was able to get my driver's license on 
my 16th birthday. During my senior year, 1931-32, Ev and I 
drove in together. 

During the summer after graduation, I accompanied a family 
friend, Hal Tiffany, on a hiking trip into the Adirondacks, and 
we climbed the highest peak there, Mt. Marcy. Two more summer 
hiking trips were made during 1933 and '34. In the summer of 
1935, I lived near Monterey and worked at odd jobs for summer 
people. 

The Depression was on full blast, and there was little 
steady work for young people. During the summer of 1935, I 
worked for Dr. and Mrs. Robert E. Brown of Oberlin, where he 
was a minister and teacher at Oberlin College. Through their 
kind arrangements, I was able to attend Oberlin on a scholar- 
ship for a year and a half. The following spring, I got a job 
at the General Electric plant in Pittsfield, and rented a room 
there until late autumn of 1937 when orders slacked off. 

About this time, Mother, who had inherited some money upon 
the death of Auntie Mame Arnold, decided to build a house on a 
lot she had previously bought in the hilly outskirts of Great 


Barrington. I worked on clearing the grounds and building re- 
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taining walls of stone, until I decided to join the armed ser- 
vices. Although turned down by the Navy (for poor teeth), I 
entered the Army in December, 1938, for three years, and was 
sent to Ft. McKinley in Maine. With the distant rumbling of 
war in Europe, I was fortunate to be able to join the then Army 
Air Corps at Randolph Field, Texas (then the glamour base in 
the country for its flying cadets), and was assigned to ground 
maintenance. A year later, due to the rapid expansion of the 
Air Corps (and all other branches), I was sent to Albuquerque, 
New Mexico, Kirkland Army Air Force Base, and after 19 months 
to Riverside Air Base in California. 

Mother had died in August, 1939, of peritonitis contracted 
in an operation during the pre-penicillin and sulfa-drug period, 
while I was en route from Maine to Randolph Field, and the noti- 
fication of her passing did not arrive until nearly a month la- 
ter. 

I had managed to get into the Armed Services Special Train- 
ing Service--college engineer training at Houghton College of 
Mining and Technology--in September, 1943. With the coming of 
the great Allied Offensive into Europe, this was reduced, after 
one semester, to a more immediately practical field--surveying-- 
and a reassignment to such a course at the University of I1lli- 
nois, Champagne-Urbana. In May, 1944, my studies were cut short, 
and I was reassigned to the Corps of Engineers at Camp Claiborne, 
Louisiana, to join an Engineering or Vehicle Maintenance company 


as a back-up for the imminent invasion of Europe. 
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In the spring, I was finally shipped over via New York and, 
within a week of landing at Le Havre, Germany surrendered. I 
was soon sent south to Marseilles to await transportation to the 
Far East, and, that summer, I was shipped via the long route 
through the Panama Canal to the Pacific. While I was traversing 
the Pacific, the atom bombs were dropped, and Japan surrendered. 
After 3 months stay in Okinawa, I returned to the U.S. anda 
selected demobilization in Southern California on January 6, 
1946. Once more a civilian, I moved to Los Angeles. 

When Shelt received his honorable discharge from the 
Army after peacetime duty in Europe (Gordon had been discharged 
from wartime European service a week after me), Shelt, Ev and 
Gordon reunited in Massachusetts in June, 1947, and drove to 
Santa Barbara, California, where Dad was then living, and the 
family was together again. 

I continued to work cement and carpenter jobs learned in 
Monterey, until I decided in 1948 to go back to college on the 
G.I. Bill. I joined the family in Santa Barbara to attend the 
University of California at Santa Barbara (UCSB), entering in 
the fall of 1950 as a Psychology major. I soon met a beautiful 
young girl, Marianne Miguel Lester, known to the local press as 
"The Princess of San Miguel Island," for her family's solitary 
existence on the offshore Channel Island of San Miguel. On 
December 13, 1950, we were married. 

Gordon, Shelt and I all graduated together in June, 1952 


(after I had taken extra courses to let them catch up froma 
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semester behind), to the delighted acclaim of Dad and the fami- 
ly. In 1955, my daughter, Jennifer Aileen, was born, and, in 
1958, my second, Barbara Lennox, arrived. Marianne and I moved 
to Los Angeles, and I finished my G.I. Bill in two years of 
post-graduate work at UCLA. At the same time, starting in the 
summer of 1952, I was working the evening shift at Lockheed 
Aircraft. After a lay-off 19 months later, I switched to Doug- 
las Aircraft in Santa Monica. Marianne preferred to stay in 
Santa Barbara, and I drove up on weekends. 

In Douglas, I was an aircraft assembler on the main line-- 
one of a special team of three who put together the nose section 
and fuselage of nearly 700 DC-7s and -8s before the orders came 
to an end, almost 1,500. We went to work on the newly-designed 
DC-10, and on a revision of a French design that was yet to be 
jigged and molded for mass assembly, a process that would take 
two years, the DC-9. Thus I was laid off for several years, 
during which time I worked as a carpenter, cement-layer, even 
a fiber-glass mold-maker for a small boat company. After too 
much separation, Marianne and I were divorced, and I was rais- 
ing my younger daughter by myself with day-care help. 

In 1965, I returned to Douglas, first to work on the surface 
panels of the DC-9, then on the main line of the final assembly 
of the DC-10, part of the crew that tied the huge fuselage and 
wing-assembly together with bolts and rivets. After ten years, 
this assembly came to an end, and I was laid off in 1975, being 


offered early retirement. With only a year to go for Social 
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Security, I accepted as I was eager to begin my plans for sup- 
ported self-living. 

On May 20, 1973, I married Nedda (Bes) Guerrero, a warm- 
hearted young woman whom I had met earlier via the rather unique 
pursuit of postal chess, chess by mail. I had earlier purchased 
a home in Wilmington, California, and, when my Social Security 
checks began, I sold it and purchased a motorhome. My younger 
daughter Barbara had joined her sister in Santa Barbara to at- 
tend high school there, and needed only financial support. Af- 
ter the summer (1978) of traveling to Oregon, my wife and I sep- 
arated. She tired of travel, and had joined an oriental cult, 
fascinated and challenged by the strict religious life which I 
told her was not for me. While in Oregon, I collected a large 
number of the fossil shells to be found there, and, when I re- 
turned to Santa Barbara, where Barbara lived, at the end of the 
summer, donated the collection to Santa Barbara City College. 
Not long after Barbara's graduation from Santa Barbara High, 
she married Myer Gensler and, within a year, had a beautiful 
daughter, Robin Rose. 

My older daughter, Jenny, lived for several years in Anch- 
orage, Alaska, working for the city in education, but, in 1987, 
she returned to Santa Barbara where she continues to live and 
work. Barbara, on the other hand, went to Alaska in 1984, and 
has lived there ever since with her daughter. 

I have been a volunteer consultant to SBCC's Earth Sciences 


Department, and I have had several articles on invertebrate 
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paleontology (fossil clams and shells) published in two small 
publications in the field, one on each coast, and am composing 
pop songs as a hobby. 

So "retirement" gives me the time to do what I have long 
wanted to do, far from the tension-ridden working years, with 


three treasures in two daughters and a granddaughter. 
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EVALYN EPILOGUE 


In the fall of 1929, my life changed drastically when I began 
public school. I entered the 7th grade at Bryant School in Great 
Barrington, while Bill was a sophomore at Searles High School. 

With two children to ferry, Mother now heroically decided to drive 
us both to school and back, in her personal car, every day--in 
addition to her full load of housework. She did it for an incred- 
ible school year and a half, until March, 1931, when Bill got his 
driver's license. 

en 935) my senior year at Searles, I took an examination for a 
four-year scholarship offered by Tufts College in Boston. After an 
interview with a Tufts representative, I won the scholarship. But 
I decided not to accept it. 

The reason was that Robert Hardisty and I were planning to be 
married, and we took the plunge one week after I graduated. Bob 
was a dear, handsome man, but I was very emotionally immature and 
unprepared to deal with marriage--all poetry and romance, but no 
practicality. So we separated the following year and were later 
divorced. 

In October, 1936, I went to New York City to seek my fortune; 
Mother stashed me away at the YWCA, Tatham House, at 138 E. 38th 
Street, and I took brush-up business skills courses at Packard Com- 
mercial School. 

Tatham House had a tremendous influence on my life. Living just 
across the hall was Lucile Bachelder from New Hampshire. She work- 
ed as a cost accountant for the then-world's largest advertising 


agency, J. Walter Thompson Company. Thanks to her kind recommenda- 
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tion, I was hired as secretary to assistant treasurer Donald C. 
Foote. During this period Mother died, and that remains the most 
devastating loss of- my life. 

I worked there until June, 1941, when I married Francis T. Eddy, 
formerly of Pittsfield, Mass. Frank, a chemical egineer from Brown 
University, was soon offered a better post with Texaco in Marcus 
Hook, Del. We moved to Lansdowne, Pa., near Philadelphia, and, in 
October, 1941, I got a job in that city as secretary-bookkeeper with 
Lewis & Gilman, a new advertising agency. 

In 1943, Frank decided to join the Navy and had a distinguished 
career as commander of landing craft in the Pacific Theatre. Re- 
turning to New York, I worked briefly for JWT again before deciding 
in the fall of 1946 that I wanted to go somewhere to write the story 
of our Swann Forest childhoods, which kept bubbling up in my mind. 

In November, I settled into a little cabin on a river in Sebec, 
Maine, and wrote the book which later became HEAVEN LIES ABOUT US. 
By the spring of 1947, when I left Maine, Frank and I had agreed to 
disagree. Dood was living and working at the gracious George 
Bretts, our longtime Swann neighbors, waiting for Shelt to return 
from service in Germany. When he was demobilized, the three of us 
headed west, on June 6, for Santa Barbara, Ca., to join Dad. 

After a few months with University of California Extension, in 
early 1948 I got a job with the English Department of UCSB. (In 
the spring of 1950, Dood and I had the pleasure of sharing the 
stage in a college production of Eugene O'Neill's "Beyond the Hori- 
zon"--he played the lead, and I was his mother-in-law in a wheel- 
chair.) 


> Inspired by a friend's example, in July, 1950, I decided to go 
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to Europe ("while it's still there," Anne Brown said, the Korean 
War having just broken out.) Stopping in New York, I learned that 
JWT had just re-opened its Paris office and needed an accountant; 
the Paris Office manager just happened to be in town and hired me. 

Living in France for four years was the most wonderful experi- 
ence of my adult life. Besides keeping the Paris books for scrutiny 
by Price, Waterhouse, I worked with the Rome and Frankfurt JWT sub- 
branches. Once, I spent 19 glorious days in Greece, wishing only 
that Dad could have been with me to see Homer's land. 

On May 22, 1954, I married a Russian, Andre Beresitsky, who pre- 
ferred to take my name legally when he later became a U.S. citizen. 
We returned from Europe just in time for brother Shelt's and Jill 
Raisler's wedding. Andre was one of many homeless and penniless 
White Russian refugees in Paris; he remembers clinging to his 
father's back as he climbed up the side of a refugee boat, the last 
two accepted. 

In Santa Barbara, another wonderful friend, Dr. Lawrence Willson 
of the UCSB English Department, recommended me to Selmer O. Wake, 
director of the local Adult Education program as secretary-publicity 
person. In this happy environment, I spent 25 years of interesting, 
challenging work, including, in the last years, the programming of 
classes. 

In 1981, I retired. Both Andre and I, although we are no longer 
married, spend a lot of our time feeding birds and animals. My 
housemate is Twinky, an adorable tabby. I have worked for Record- 
ing for the Blind, and am otherwise engaged in reading, writing, 


genealogy, sketching, and gardening. 
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GORDON EPILOGUE 

eo) 

In 1937, when about 12, I learned a celebrated radio ac- 
tress, Kate McComb, had her home in Great Barrington. Eager 
to meet a celebrity, I boldly phoned for an appointment, and 
was ushered by a maid to Mrs. McComb's upstairs bed-chamber. 
There, she received me nonchalantly in her slip while dressing 
to return by NYNH&H railroad to work in NYC. During the brief 
visit, the actress kindly tried to put me at ease by asking me 
about myself while continuing her preparations to leave. I have 
no recollection of my answers. I recall only standing there self- 
consciously, gazing at her across the room. Whether this encounter 
served as an inspiration, or by coincidence or destiny, I went on 
to a rewarding career in Kate McComb's field, radio broadcasting. 

Unlike my older siblings, who, at prep school age, had other 
goals, I welcomed Mother's and Dad's offer in 1938 to enhance my 
college chances by sending me to private school. After Corashire 
School with teacher Beatrice Phillips whom I loved, I was enrolled 
in a boys' boarding school in South Kent, Connecticut, familiar 
to the family; two cousins had fared well there. When Mother 
died unexpectedly, sadly, following an operation in August, 1939, 
two days before my 15th birthday, I was transferred by Dad to 
Berkshire School in nearby Sheffield, whose grounds he had land- 
scaped, until graduation in June, 1942. 

Two months later, I entered Harvard's summer semester with 
both scholarship and job waiting table, but did poorly without 
prep school's structured guidance. That November, with the draft 


imminent, I quit Harvard to stay with sister Evalyn outside Phila- 
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delphia. She helped me land my first fulltime radio job as mail 
clerk and general factotum at WFIL, Philly, where, years later, 
Dick Clark's American Bandstand originated. 

In March, 1943, I was drafted into an Army quartermaster gaso- 
line supply company, and went through basic training at Fort Jack- 
son, Columbia, South Carolina. I shipped overseas for two years 
----in England before the Normandie invasion, France afterward. 
My outfit helped supply much of the gas which powered General 
George Patton's tanks on to Germany. 

After the war, all four kids followed Dad to Santa Barbara, 
Ev, Shelt and I together in an old car with new motor. I landed 
a radio position as copywriter and, later, DJ there, and officially 
began my broadcasting career. 

There were only two digressions. I went for a GI-Bill degree at 
the University of California Santa Barbara campus (in an unplanned, 
unusual coincidence, brothers Bill and Shelton also acquired the 
needed units at the same time, and all three, to Dad's delight, 
graduated together in June, 1952). The other, after acting in 
larger and larger roles in many local theatre productions, was 
a disappointing fling at Hollywood acting in the 60s. 

I have three children by a previous marriage----Melora, Aram and 
Rebecca, who are making their adult ways in Southern California. 

After Hollywood, I re-entered radio in 1971 in Colorado, where 
I married a longtime friend and colleague from Santa Barbara radio 
days, Claire Behan, who had followed her own successful radio (and 
TV) career. I progressed to management, and co-ownership with 
Claire, by the mid-70s. We retired in 1983, with time-outs since 


to help failing radio operations in places like Texas and Arizona. 
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SHELTON EPILOGUE 


Shelton Stafford and his wife, Jill, along with their 


four sons, reside in Phoenix, Arizona. 
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